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Enter Richard Dvkj efCjlocefter,fofos> 

f'Ovv isthe winter oPdilcontent, 
rt Made glorious Tu tor by this Sonne of Yot$e % 

And all the clouds, that lowr vpon our houfe, LomA 
In the deepe bowels of the Ocean buried, m|Wa. 
browes bound with vi&orious wreathes, * >. 



Now are our browes 

Our bruited armes hung vp for monuments^ 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merry meetings^ > 
Ourdreadfull marches to deligbtfull pleafures. 
Grim-viTagd warrc,hath fmooth’d his wrinkled front s 
And nowmflead of mounting barbed Steeds, 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimbly in a ladies chamber. 

To the laciuious plealffig of a loue. 

But I that am not fharpe of jpprtiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amouroUs looking-glafle * 

I that am rudely ftampt,and want loues maiefty 
To flrut before a wanton ambling Nympth, 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 

Clieated of feature by diftembling nature. 

Deform’d, vnfinifht^'ent before my time 
Into this breathing world^halfe made vp, Je arc*. 
And that fo lameTy and vnfafhionable, i a 
That dogs barke at me as I halt at them : 

While l in this weake piping time of peace, 

Haue no delight to pafie away the time, 

Vnleffe to (pie pji y fhadow in the lunne. 

And defcant on mine owne deformity : 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer. 

To entertaine thcle faire well fpoken dayes, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thele dayes : 

Plots haue I layd,ind unions dangerous. 
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~*n 7V~i ragcuy ~ — — 

By drunken prophefie^ibels and dreames, 

T o fct my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one againft the other^ 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft 
As l am fubtile , falfe and trecherous ; 

SThis day fhould Clarence clofely bernewd vp. 

About a prophefie which fayes that G- 
Of Edwards heires the murtbercr fhall be* 

Diue thoughts downe to m^foule. Enter Clarence with 

Keere Clarence comes, a Guard of Men, 

Brother , good dayes , what raeane this armed guard 



S at waits vnon your grace ? 
. la.V — - 



<*.+ 






His Maiefty tendring my per Ions fafety,hath appointed 
This <^>ndu£t toconuey me to the Tower. 

GJo» Vgon what caule ? 

Cla. Becaufe my name is George, 

CA.Alacke my Lord,that fault is noneof yours. 

He fhould for that commit your god-fathers: 

O belike his Maiefty hath fome intent 
That you ftiall be new -chriftned in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence^ may 1 know ? 
j.\C$<¥ ea Eichard when I doe know/orlproteft 
w As yet I doe not , but as lean learne. 

He harkens after prophefies , and dreames, 

Ayd^ro’m the crofte-row pluckes the letter G, 

% And 1 fayes a wizard toldhim that by G, 

Hisiftue disinherited fhould be. 

And for my name of George begins vvi^h G, 

It follqvyes i.fi [his thought that 1 am he:. 

Thefe as f t jearne and fuch liketoyes as thefc, 

Haue mQued his highnefle to commit me now. 

Glo. W hy-this it is when men are ruld by vvomen, . 

Tis not the King that fends yon to the Tower, 

f My Lady Cj rajs his wife , Clarence tis Ihe ? . 

'impart That tempts him to this extreamity, J 

Was it not fhe and that good man of Worlhip 
Anthony Woodtuls her brother there. 

That made him fend L* Halting/ to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? J 
We are not fate Clarence 3 we are not fafe. . ‘ Cla,- i 






” of Richard the Third. 

(fU . By Heauen I thinke there is no manjpeurd id 
But the Queenaskindred , and night-walking heralds 
'i That trugg betw eene the King and Miftris Shore : 

Heardyou not what an humble fupplianr 
lord Halting/ was to her for his deliuery ? '» 

Glo. Humbly complayning to her Deity,' 

Gotmy LqrdChamberlaine his liberty. 

He tell you what , I thinke it were our way, ’ <4 

If we' will keeps in fauour with the King, 

To be her men and weare her Jiueryv. 

Theiealous ore-woriwewiddow and mirfelfe. 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen: 

Are mighty golTips in this monarchy. 

Bro.l bcleech your graces both to pardon me. 

His Maiefty hath ftraightly giuen in charge, 

Tihat nomanfliall haue priuate conference,. 

Ofwhat degree foeuer with his brother.' -- -• 1 

Glo. Euen fo and pleafeyour worfhip Trokenburyi 
You maypertake of any thing we fay : 

We fpeake no treafon man, we fay the King 
Is wile and vertuous and. the noble Queene 
W ell ftroke in yeares,faire and not iealous,. 

We fay that Shores Wife hath a prety foote, ' 

A chery lipyi bonny eye , a pafling pleafing tongue : 

And that the Opecnes kindred are made gentle folks •* 
Howfayyoudir, can you deny all this ? o 

Ere.yy ith this(my Lord)my felfe hath nought to do. 

Glo. Nought to do with Miftris Shore, I tell thee felloW, 

He that doth nought with her, excepting -one^ heuut Jtf- 

V Vere beft to do it fccrctly alone, ' 

Ero. What one my Lord ? Q 

Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldeftthou betray me? j - 
Ero. lbefeech your Graceto pardon me,and withall fois 
i our conference with the noble Duke- f beare- 

C/a. We know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey. 
v . . j°‘ Woate the Qpeenes Abietfts and muft obey, 

Lrocher farewell I will vnto the King, ' 

And whatfoeuer you willimploy mein, 

7 ' * re ir ' £o ca h King Edwards widdow lifter, 

• ■ A ? e ^ 
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X willperforme it toinfranchifeyou, 

■ Meane time thi^deejpe difgrace in brotherhood. 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine* 

Cla.l know itpleafethneytherofvSWe, • . - 

gio. Wellyyour imprifonmcnt (hall not be »ong- 
I will deliuer you , -or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience* ; . 

Cla.'\ muft perforce, farewell* Exit t la. 

ChrGo tread the P ath,thatthou (halt neerereturne. a«, 
Simple plaine Clarence, I doe loue thee lo, 

.That I will fliortly fetfd thy foule to Tfeauen, 

]f Heauen will take the prefent at our hands* 

Butvvho comes heerethe new deliuered Haft mgs. 

Enter Lord Hatting*. 

HaB. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord, 

Gio . As much vnto my good L* Chamoerlaine ?. 

(jtkil a/T& utu Well. you are welcome to this open aire, 

t How hath your Lordfhip brookt impruonment . 

Half. With patience (noble Lord) aspufonersmuft: 
But I fhall hue my Lord Wgiue them thanks. 

That were the caufeof my imprifonment* 

Gio ? No doubt, no doubt* ^rtd fo fliaU Clarence 
•Forthey that Were your enemyes , are his. 

And haucpreuafled as muchon himas you. 

Mprepitty that the Egle fhould be mewed 
.. • While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty* ? 

' k Gio. What newes abroad^*- * , " . 

Haft.No newesTcf bad abroad as tnis at home • 

•ffhe King is fickly.weake.and melancholly , 
AndhasPhifitians Fearc him haightily,"' ' , 

X7/«.Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 

eiri{jL '.’©h he hath kept an ill dyet long, 

And ouer muchconfumed his royall perlon, 

Tis very gtieuous to be thought vpon, 

WhatPis he in his bed • 

Slcfyot/before^nd 1 will follow you. 

He cannot liue I hope , and muft not die # '''• 

Till George be packtwith poft-horfe v P to heauen • 

^ Ilejn t ovr ge his hatred more to C far cnee 
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^Richard the Third. 

1 Which lies well fteeld with weighty arguments, i/fX 
I faile not in my deepe intent, 

* CUrer.ce hath not another day to Hue : 

Which doneGod take King Edwardtohis mercy 
^nd leaue l ^ c worl< ^ for me-to bifflfell in, 
por thenile marry Warwicks youngeft daughter, /.j] 

‘ what though 1 kill her husband and herfather, hmJ 
The readied way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and herfather: 

The which will I/iot all fo much for loue. 

As for another Tecretdofe intent, i: 

By marrying her which 1 mutt reach vnto, 

| But yet I run before my horle to market : n. e 

MsCUrence flill lines , Edward ftijLraignes, .Cu^LdC 

;■ When they are gone,then mufti count my gaines* 

Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Henry the ftxt • 

La. Set downe,fet downe,yonr honourable Lord* 
Ifhonour may be ftirowded in a hearfe, 

Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
Thevntimely fall of vertuous Lanca(ler } 

Poore key-cold figure ofa holy King, 
Paleafhesofthehoufeof Lane after. 

Thou bloodJeffe remnant of that royall blood. 

Be itlawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, 

Tohearethe lamentations of poore Anne, 

"Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaoghtered fonne, 
Stabdbythefelfefame hands that made thefe holes, 
foe in thofe windowesthat let forth thy life, 

Ipoure the hclpeleffebalme of my poore eyes, 

Cn'rft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Curft be the heart, that had the heart to do it. 

More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch, 
fhat makes vs wretched by the death of thee; 

-dienl can wifn to Adders, Spiders, Toads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that lines* 
if euer He haue child, abortine be it, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whole vgly-and vnnaturali a fpeef 
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The? raged] 

If^u^hehaue wife let her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cher fey with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be m interred there: 

And ftill as you are weary of the waight, E»t e , 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. Glocefier, 
Glo. Stay you that bearethe coarfe, and fee it downe. 
La. What blacke Magitian,coniure$ vp this fiend 
To flop deuoted charitable deeds: t 

Glo. Villaine, fet downe the coarfe, or by Saint Paul t 
He make a corfe of him that difobeyes ? 

Gw/.^Stand backeandlet the coffin pafle. 
i) mannerly dog, ftandft thou when I command, 

Aduancetlhy naibert higheAhen my breaft/ 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote. 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldneffe* 
Za.What'do you tremble, are you all atfraid ? 

Alaffe,! blame you notior you arc mortall. 

And mortalleyes cannot endure theDiuelft 
Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell , 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortallbody. 

His foule thou canft not hauetherefore be gone^, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity be not focurft. 
X*.Foulcdiuell,forGods lake hence, and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell, 1 

Fil’d it with curling cryes.and deepe exclaimes, 

Jf thofi delight to view thy hanious deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wound.?, 
Opeifiheir'congeald mouths and bleed afrefh, 
Bluftv,blu£h,thou lumpe offoule deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood. 

From cold and empty veines where no blood dwels* 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall^^ 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft,reuenge his death: 
Oh earth which this blood drinkft,reuenge his death: 

. Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead: 

jw weft mmcftu ^ 
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Or Earth gape open 'wide , and eate him quicke, ~ 

As thou did ft fy allow vp this good Kings blood , w/ 

Which his Hell-gouernd armc hath butchered. 

G/o.Lady, you known© rule of charity, ruxej 

Which render good for bad , bleffings for curies^, 

La.V illawie , thou knoweft no law of God, nor man. 
Nobeaft l’o fierce* , but kno we s feme touch of pitty, 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfuil when diuels tell the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry . 

Vouchfafe deuine perfeftionof a woman. 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to giue roee feaue, 

. By circumftance but to acquit my felfe. ; • 

La. Vouchfafe defufed infeftion of a man, 

For thefc knowne euils, but to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance to curie thy curfed felfe* 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee , let mee haue 
Some patient leafure to excufe my felfe.; 

A^.Fouler then heart canthinkethee, thoucanft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

G/<?,By fuch difpaire 1 ffiould aecufemy felfe* 

A. And by difpairing ftiouidft thou ftand exculd 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft , vnworthy (laughter vpon others* 

Glo , Say that I flew them not, 

La, Why_then they are not dead : 

But dead they are and diuelifh flaueby thee* 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then heeis aliue. 

G/o.Nayheisdeadandflaineby Edwards hand. 

La. -In thy foule throat thou lieft. Qjieene Margnt faw 
Thy bloody faulchion fmooking in his blood , 

1 he which thou oncedidft bend againft her breft, n ^ 
But that my brother beat affide the poynt. br/fiLt'rt 

fio. i was prouoked by her ft anderous tongue* ^ „ . 
Which laid her guilt vpon myguiltlneffeftioulders. Imvr 
^ La. Thou vvaltprouoked by thy bloody minde. 

V hich neuer dreamt on ought jbut butcherycs ‘ 

Didft thou not kill thisKing ? Glo. I grant vee 
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, -j-n i Yxjtpfy — — - . 

La. Doeft grant mee hedgehog, then God grant mee too 
Thou maieft; bee damned for that- wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde , and vertuous. 

. Gh. The fitter for the King of Heauen that hath him. 
La. Hee is in Heauen, where thou fhalt neuer come! 

5^. Let him thankemeethat holpeto fend him thither 
For he was fitter for that placethen Earth. 

La. And-thou vnfit for any place but Hell. 

Cjlo, Y es one place elfe, if you w ill heare mee name it. 
La, Some Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamkr, 

La. Ill reftbetide the chamber where thou lfeft. 

G/o. So will it Maddam till I lie with you. - 
La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo > but gentle Lady Anne- 
To leaue this kind incounter o f your wits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode •' 

Isnot the caufer of the time-lelfe death's, . 

Of thefe Plantagenets , Henry and Edward y y 
As blamefull as the executioner 
T^.Thou art the caufe, and moft accurfteffe&. 
^•Your beauty was the caufe ofthat cffeftv' J 
Your beauty which, did haunt mee in my fleepe. 

To vndertake- the death of all the world, 

So I might reft that houre in your fweete bo feme* 

La. If I thought that , I tell thee homicide, - 
Thefe nailes fhould rend that beauty, from their cheekes. 

G/o. Thefe eyes could neuer endure lweet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemilh them if I flood by : 

As all the world is cleared by theSun'ne, 

So I by that , it is my day , my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhade thy day ,and death thy life. 
Glo. Curie not thy felfe t'aire creature, thou art both- 
La. I would I were to bee reuenged on thee, 

Glo. It is a quarrcll moft vnnaturall. 

To be-reuenged on him that loueth you* 

La. It is aquarrell iutt and reafonable. 

To bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady oftby husband ■* 

Kid it to helpc thee to a better husband* 
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■ — of Richard the Third. 

La His better doth not breath vpon the Earth. 

G/o.Go too,heiiues that loues you better then he could . 
La. Name him. G/p. Plantagen^t. / 

La why what wvas jjee ? . 

Glo. The feifelamename but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hee ? 

GloL Heerc. 



Shee fpijtet arhim. 



(jLo* rictrc. r *1 A 

VVhy doeft jpit at him ? nun*. s^oA-nut-. 

La. Would it were mortall poyfon for thy lake* 

Glo. Neuer came poyfon from fo fweete a place • 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Out of my fight thou doft infc<ft my eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes fweete Lady haue infe<fted mine* 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead 
Glo- I would they were, that I. might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death • 

Thofceyes of thine, from mine hauedrawne fait teares, 
Shamed their afpeff with ftore of childifh drops, 

I neuer fued to frind^ nor enemy* 

Mytonguecould neuer lea me. fweete fmoothing words. 

B ut now thy beauty ispropolde my fee ; 

My proud heart Cues andpromptsmy tongue to fpeake. 
Teach not my Ups fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady not for iuch contempt. 

Ifthyreuengefull heart cannot fergiue, 

Loe’here 1 lend thee this flharp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleafe to hide in this true bofome, <\ fp 
And let the foule forth that adorncth thee : aJrrt Lk 

I layitnaked to thy deadly ilroake ; HL 
. And humbly beg the death vpon my Kneel. 

Nay,doenot pawfe,twas.I that kild yourhusoand. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me t 
Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild King Henry, 

But twas thy hcauenly face that fet me on : Heerepre lets 
Take vp thy fword againe, or take vp me. fall the Sverd 

La. Arife diflembler , though I wiffrthy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

G/p,Then bid me killmy felfe,and I will doeit. 

La. I haue already. 




hJUc! r 
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Tfie Tragedy 

Glo. Tufh that was in tby rage t > i 

Speake « againe , and euen with the word ,i l 

1 hat hand which for my l oue did kill thy loue. 

Shall for thy •loue , Cm a farre truer loue, _ 

To both their deaths thou (halt bee acceiTary . 

La. J would know thy heart 
Glo. Tis figurccFm my Tongue. 

La, I ffiare’ mee both are falfe. 

Glo. Then neuer man was true*' 

La. Well, well, put vp your fvvord « 

Gjlo. Ss y then ray peace is made. 

La. That {hall you know herea ft er> 

Glo, But Ifnallliue in hope. 

La. AH men T hope liue lb. 

G lo. Vouchfafe to were t his ring * * 

La. To take is not to giuec . : . 

<]lo* hdbkehow this ring incompafleth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy bfoftinclofeth my poore hearts 
YVere both or them for both of the in are thine ■! • 

And If thy pooroifupplyant may i‘ r 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, f: i 

Thou doelf confirme his happineffe foreuer* 

La. W hat is it ? 

qU. That it would pleafe thee leaue theie fad d efing . 
To him - that hath more caufe to bee a mourner, ; 

And prcfently repaire to Crosby iplade. 

Whereafter I haue folemndy enterred 
At ChertJleMonailety this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient duty iise you ' 

Fordiuers vnknownereafons; I belcech you 
Grant mee this boonc* 

, •B^.Withallmyheartjand'muehitioyesnietoo, 

To fee you are become fo penitent : 

Tteffrfl and Bartly , goe a long with mee. 

Glo., Bid me farewell.*^ 

La. Tis more then you deferuc : 

But fince youteach mee howto flatter you. 

Imagine I haue fayd farewell already.. 



l 
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— ' Richard the 7 bird, 

Glo. Sirs, take vpthe$ourfe. c * y f Su - 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

do. No to white Fryers there attend my comming : ^ 
Wascuer Woman in this humour woed >E X eu. Manet Glo » 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her , but I will not keepe her long. r> a 

What ? I haue kild herhusband and her father, TAa/b 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heat£ : haA-e. 

With curfes in her mouth,t cares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneffe of her hatred by i 
Hauing God, her conlcience,and thefe barres againft mee 5 
And t nothing to backe mv fute withall aA- aAl 

But the plaine Diuelland diflemblmg lookes. 

And yet to win her all the world isnothing ? Hah t 
Hath (hee forgot already that bratie Prince 
Edward htv Lord, Whom ifome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbnry ? 

A fweetcr and’ iouelier Gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature 
Y ong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royali. 

The Ipacious world cannot againe aftoord. n , 

And will (hee yet debasfeher eyes on mee, 4*1 

That cropt the goldenprime or this fweet Prince 0 . 

And made her widdow to a woefull bed / 1 _ ;; 

On me , whofe all not equals Edwards moity , 
Onmethathalt,andamvnfliapen thus ? 

My Dukedometo base- a beggerly denier, 

I doe miftake my perfon all this while, 

Vpon my life foe finds,although I cannot 
My felfe,to bee a mania lous proper man, 
lie bee ac charge fo r a Looking -glaffe. 

And entertaine iome fcore or two of tailors 
To ftudy fafoions to adorne my body. 

Since I am crept in fiauonr with myfeife, 

IWill maincaine it with a little coft- 
But firft ileturne yon fellow in his graue. 

And then returne lamenting to my loue* 

Shine out fairefiTnne,tiU I haue broughta glaffe 
T hat I may fee my flasdow as I pa fie* 
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7‘k Tragedy 

.Ehten^ueene, tord Riuers and Gray* 
SAHauepatience Maddam, t-hers no doubt his Maiefty, 
Wiilfoone recouer hisaccuftomed health. 

Gray . In that you brpokc it ill, it makes him worlc, 
Therefore for God s fakeentertaine good comfort, 

And chcare his grace with quicke and merry words, 

•Sl5.< If bee were dead what would betideof mee t 
A^'ko other harme budofle offuch a Lord.' 

^«.The Ioffe offuch a Lord includes all harme. 

The heauens.haue bleli you with a goodly fonne. 
To bee your comforter when hee is gone. 

Qu.Qh he is young,and his minority 
Is put in the trull of Richard Glocefier, 

A manthat loues not mee , nor none of you. 

Ri.lt is concluded hee fhall bee Protestor ?• 
jgu. Is is determined , not concluded yet. 

But fo it muft be ifthe King mifcarry, Enter Buck; Darky* 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darky. 
Buc.G ood time of day vntoyour royall grace-. 

Dar* God make your Maiefty ioyfull as you haue beene 
^g^.The Countefle Richmond good my Lord of Darby. 
To your gotfd prayers will icarce fay , amen : 

Yet -Drfrlj^jnotwimftanding fhees your wife. 

And loues not mee, bee you good Lord aflured 
3 hate not you for her proud arrogancy, 

Dar. I befcechyoueythernotbeleeuCy* 

The cnuious flanders ofher^accufers^. 

Or if fhee bee accufed in true report, 

Bearcvvith herweakne{fe,whichl thinkeproceeds 
From wayvyard ficknelle^nd no grounded malice* 
■Ab.Sayvyou the King to day my hox\Darky ? 

XW.Biit now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Cime from vifiting his Maiefty. 

£*. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
i?#f.lvladam, good hope, his grace ipeakes chearfully* 
^«.God grant, him health, aid you confer with him? 
Aac.Madam wee did, Hee defires to make at opement 
Betwixt the Duke oiGUeefter and your brothers* 

And betwixt them and my Lord ChamberUine. 7 

And 



~\ 
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- of Richard the Third. 

\nd fent to war ne them of his royall prefence. 

1 On. Would all were well ', but that w ill neuer bce<_ 

I ffeitre our happinefie is at the higheft* Enter G lectster 
C loThey doe me wrong and I w ill not endure it. 

Who are they that complaine vnto the King; t 
Thatlforfooth am fterncloue them not : 

By holy Paul they loue ms grace but lightly. 

That fill his eares with fuch aiflentious rumours 
Becaufe I cannot flatter and Ipeake faire, 

Smile in mens faces/mooth^deceiue and cog, 

Ducke with French nods, and apifh courtefte, 

I mu ft. bee held a rankerous enemy*. 

Cannot a plaineman liue and thinkeno harme 
gut thus in Ample truth muft bee abufde 
By filken (lie infinuating Iackes ? 

Hi . To whomeit^this prefence fpeake your grace* 

GloTo thee that hath nq .honefty nor grace* 

When haue I iniured thee , when done thee wrong, 

Or thee , or thee > or any of your fa&ion ? 

A plague vpon you all* His royall perfon 
( Whome God preferue betterthen you can with ) 

Cannot bee quiet fcarce a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints* 

Qu. Brother of Glocefier , you miftake the matter 
The King ofhisowne royall difpofition, 

Andmot prouokt by any futcr elle, 

Aymiqg belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward a6f ions fhewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred, brotherjand my felfe . 

Makes him to fend that whereby wte may gather 
1 he ground of your ill will, and to re m one it* , 

Cjlo. i cannot tell , the world is growne fobad, 

- That -wrens way prey w here eagles dare not pearch j- 
Since euery iacke became a Gentleman 
There's many a gentle perfon made a iacke* 

^A.Coine,come we know your meaning brother tflofl er. 
You enuy mine aduancement and my friends, 

God grant wee neuer may haue neeaeofyou-. 

Glo. Meajne time,God grant that wee haue neede of you 

■ On** 






CdOl 



t&rily 







$ r ' 



TWTragecLf — 

Oar brother is imprifoned by your meancs. 

My felfe diigraced , and the Nobility 
Held in contempt, whilft many fairc promotions 
Arc dayly giuen to enoble thofe 
That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a noble* 
<gtt* By him chat raifae mee to this careful! height,: 
From that contented hap which I enioyd, 

Ineuer did infencehis Maiefty • , 

Againft the Duke of Clarence , but haue 'oeene 
An earned aduocate to plead for him. 

My Lord , you doe mee fhamefull injury, 

Falfely to draw mee in, fuch vile fufpech j 

Glo. You may deny-that you werenot thecaufe. 

Of my. Lord Haftings lateimprifonment. 

Riu. She may my Lord* 

(j/o.She may.L.A <«m,wby who knowes not fo? 

She may do more fir then denying that : 

She may helpe you to man^preferments , 

And then deny her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on your high delerts* 
v . What may (he not? fhemay,yea marry may &e. 

Riu* What marry may free ? 

Glo. What marry may fhe ? marry with a King 






too. 



QX \X- 






1 



A batcheler , a hantome tripling 
I wis your Grandam had a worfct match* 

L.of Glocefler , I haue to long borne Ax* 

Your blunt vpbraidings , and your bitter fcoffes, 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maiefty, 

With thofe grofle taunts I often haue endured. 

Ihad rather be a country feruant maide. 

Then a Queene with this condition, ■ 

To be thus taunted, fcorned,and baited at. Enter £)&• • 

Small ioy haue I in being England s Queene- Margrct.. l 

-Qa. Mar* And lefned be that fmall,God ibeleech thee, [r 
Thy honour , ftate , and feat is due to mee- I 

Glo . What ? threat you mee with tellingtheKing ? f 
Tell him and fpare not/ooke what I A fayd, A 'hand' 

I will auoch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake , when paines are quite forgot* * 

€) ,MAt 



of Richard the Third \ 

' Ou, Mar. Out Diuell , I remember them too well. 
Thou fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

£nd Edward my poore fonne at Tewxbury* 

Glo . Ere you were Queene / yca or your husband King,. 

I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires, 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries,. - 
A liberall rewarder of his friends : 

Joroyallize hisblood I fpilt mine ownc, 
gy.Mar* Yea, and much better blood, then his or thine* 
G/o.ln all which time,you and your husband Gray, 

Were fafiious for the Houfe of Lankafier : 

And Ritters , fo were you-W as not your husband 
In Margrets battaile at SiintDlbons flaine : ,f\ 

Let me put in your mind .if yours forget, in. nuds 

What you haue beeaeere now, and what you are • 

Withal! , what I haue beenc, and what I am* 
fly. Mar* Amurtherousvillaine: and fo ftill thou art* 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwick ? , 
Yeaandforfvvore him felfe ( which -fry# pardon ) 

J&- Mar* Which God reuenge 

Glo* To fight on Edwardt party for the Crowne, 

And for his meede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp* 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards , 

Or Edwards loft and pittyfull like mine, 

I am too childilh foolifh for this world • 

Qn*Mar. Hie thee to hell for frame, and Ieauethe world, 
Thou Cacodcemon , there thy Kingdoms is* 

TU. My Lord of GloccJler in thofe bufie dayes, 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 
vVc followd then our Lord, our lawfull King* 

So fhouid wc you if you frould be our King. 

Glo, if 1 frould be ? I had rather be a pedlar, 

* n * rom heart the bought of it. 

' e4f^Aslittlc ioy (my Lordjas you fuppofe 
YoufrouTd emoy, were youthis countries Ring. 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 
i^tl^moy, being the Queene thereof, 

*it r 7 eni °yes the Queene thereof, 
r d ie * and altogether ioyleffe; 

^ I can 
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The Tragedy 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

I fhaking out that which you haue pild from me : 
Which of. you tremble not that loo ke on me ? 

Tf not, that I being ,Qj*eene , you bow like fubie&s. 
Yet that by you difpofd , you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway 
Ci/o. Foule wrinkled witch,what mak : 



of Richard the Third . 
which now is Prince of Wales, 



fonne, which was the Prince of Wales, 

l. ' 

?^’mavft thou line to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 

^ „„ l Cr>r rhee now 



£/ in his"youth by like untimely violence, 
Klfea aueene, foe me that wasaQueene, 
' -line thy glory, like my wretched ielfe : 



Mar. But repiticion of what thou hall mard. 
That will I make , before I Jet thee eoe ' 



A husband and a fonne thou-oweff mto me. 

And thou a kingdome all of you alleagence : 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours, 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(]U* Thecurfe my noble father la yd on# thee, 

W hen thou didft Crowne his warlike browes with paper ’ 
And with thy Icorne drew riuers from his eyes, ’ 

And then to drie them , gaff ft the Duke a clout 
Steept in thejjlood of pritty Rut lard : : 

His curies then from biterneffe of loule, 

Denounc’d againft thee , ar^fallen vpon thee, all 
And God , not we , hath plagued thy bloody deed. 
£ht; So iuftisGod to rite the innocent. 

Haft- O twas the fouled deed to (lay that Babe 
«And the mod mcrcileffe that euer was heard of. * 

Hi- Tyrants thcmfelues wept when it was reported, 
~Dorf No man but prophelied reuenge for it. 

Tuc. Northumberland then prefent, wept to feeit. 
g^Mar . What ? were you fnarling all before Icamei 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turne you now your hatred now on me ? 

Did Ycrkes dread curfepreuaile lb much with heauen, 
j hat Henries death my louely Edwards death, 

Their Kingdomes loll my woefull banlfh m>nt / 

Could all but anlwere for thatpecuilh brat ? * 

Can curfes pearce the Clouds", and enter heauen ; 
Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quicke curfes- 1 
Hf not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As curs by murder to make him a King. 

Ehd 



, y . ^ lee mo.lier.as 1 fee thee now . 

,1 , „ , « in thv olory.asthou art fiald mmine: 

Dre neyther mother, wifelhor SngUnds Queene, 

Riuers and ‘Z^r/fAyou were ftanders by , 

And to waft thou Lord Baftmgs, when my tonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers , God I pray him. 

That none of you, may Hue your naturall age, 

Butbyfomevnlooktaccickntcutoft. 

C//. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag 
QMar. And leaue outthee?ftay dog for thou fhallheare 




/t < : 






T 



If heauen haue any grieuous plague in ftore, (me. 

Exceeding thofe that I can vvifli vpon thee : 

. 0 let them keepeit till thy Unties be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of confcience ftill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpea for traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends^ 
Nofleepeclole vp thedeadly eyes of thine, 

Vnleffe it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee with-a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou efuifh markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuity 
The flaue of nature, and'the fonne of hell. 

Thou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe, 

.Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c. 

Glo- Margret- 

QMar- Richard. Glo- Ha ? 

Q, Mar - 1 call thee not. 

C/o.Then cry thee mercy : for 1 had thought^. 

C a , Thou 
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Thou halt cald me all thefe bitter names, /<u)y/ 
p.CMar, Wbyfcl did.but Icoktlor no reply ; 

O let me niake the period to my curfe- 

Clo. Tis done by me, and ends by Margret . 
a, . Thushaucyou breathed your curfe a gainft your felfe. 
^Mar.Voptc painted Q}ieene,vaine llourifli of my f 0r . 
Why ftrewft thou Sugar on that boded ipider, (tunc 

Whole deadly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

. Foole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to- kill thy felfe, 

/htU- The time will come when thou {halt wilh for me, 

P <\ ■ To helpe thee curfe that poyfonSSL bunch -backt Toade 
H a ft . palfe boa (ling woman, end thy frantickc curfe,' , 
leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience. ( m ine. 
cuMar, Foulc Ihame vpon you, you haue all mou'd 
Ri. Were you well feru’d,you would be taught your duty. 
ppMar. To ferue me weIl,you^iould doe me duty. 
Teach me to be your Q,ueene, and you my fubie&s , 
Obferue me well and teach your fclues that duty. 
~~Dorf* Dilpute not with her/he is lunatique. 

P^Car. Peace mafter Marque Ife, you arc malapert, 

Y our fire-new ftampe of honour is fearcc currant : , 

O that your young Nobility could iudge, 

what’twere to loofe it, and be miferablc ? 

T hey that ftand high, haue mighty blafts to ftake them, 
And if they fall, they dafh then^to pieces* 

Glo .Good counfell marry , learnc it,learne it Marqudfe, 
ZM It toucheth you (my Lord ; as much as me. . 
Cl°. Yea,and much more, bur I was borne fo high. 
Our Aiery buildeth in the Cardars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne. - 
And turnes theSunne tofhade, alas, alas- 
Witnefle my funne,now in the lhade of death. 

Whole bright outlhiningbeames, thy cloudy wrath, 
Hath ineternall darkenelfc foulded vp : 

Your Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft./- 5 

O God that feeft it, doe notfufferit : 

As it was wonne with blood,Ioft be it fo. 

A»ff^.Haue done for flrame, if not for charity. 

•S’ Vrge neyther charity nor ftame to me. 



vj 
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Sdt my tom »«’ ^ 

Sy Bvkmthfm, I wiu Wife thy hand, 

* i 

T o S/lteHotbclecuabutthay iSuld «p»> 

AnTthcre awake Gods gentle fleepmg r«“’ 

0 Unckinghamfaz W>re or yonder ogge > , ^ 

Looke when he fawnes he b*es,and 

Hisvenome tooth will range thee &&&« 

Haue not to doe with him, beware ofhim . - 

Sinne,death,and hell, hath fetthejr markeaonhim. 

And all their minifters attend on him, ? 

Glo. What doth fbee fay my L<>r 4 pf XHek&gh*** - 
Buck: Nothing that I refpeft my gratious Lord* __ 

9 'Mar , What doft thou fcorne me for my gentle cOUH 
Andtooth the diuell that I warns thee from * ( leil * 

0 but remember this another day* ( 

When he (hall fplit thy very heart with forr0W> 

■ And fay,poore Margret -wzs a Prophetcftc, ^ 

Liue each of you, the fubiefbof bis hate, . 

And he to you,and all of you to God. 

Haft. My haire doth ftand on end to heare her curies* 
fan . And fo doth mine, f I wonder fhces at liberty ? 

Glo. I cannot blame her jbyGods holy mother, 

Shechath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done,* 

Haft, I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

1 was too hotte to doe fome body good. 

That is too cold in thinking on it now f 

Marry as for Criirmr, hee is W«U repayd, 

- ■" C .? He 



U 
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He is frariktvpto fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that are thecaulc of it. 

Et. A vertuousafld-Chn'ftian-likeconcInfion, 

Tbprliy for them that haue done fcathto vs» 

C/lo- So doe I cuer being well aduilcd. 

For had J cur ft, now I hadcurftmy felfe, 

Catf- Maddarn his Ma-iefty doth call for you : 

'ou. Ar.d for your- noble grace,andvou mv Lord. 

<Q*t< Catesby wc come. Lords will you goe with vs ? 
Ki. Maddam,\ve will attend your grace. Exeunt Af Me t 
'Gfc I doe thee wrong, and firft began to brauie. Gu 

1 he fecret miicRiefe that I fet a broach, ' | 

' :»5; lay vnto the greuious charge of others : 

CUrence y whom I indeed haue layd in darknefle; 

I doe beweepe tori many fimple gulls: 

N amely, to H aftings } D nr by Buckingham, 

And fay it was the Qjietne, and her allies. 

That ftriresthe King againft the Duke my brother- * 
Now they beleeuerrie, and withall wich me umjU~ 

To bereuengedon Ritters y Vaughan y Gray , 

But tbetyigh, and with a peeceof Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to-doe good for euilT' 

And thus I cloathe my flaked villany ^ 

iWith old odde ends, ftolen out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint,whei*moft I play the diuelJ. 

But loft, here, comes my executioners. Enter execution 
How now my hardy ftout refolued mates, tiers, 

ijou- nett? Are yea r uit, going to dilpatch this deed 

Exe. We are my Lord,and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo.lt was well thought vpon.Thaue it here about me, 
When ypuhaue done, repaire to Crosby place. 

But firs, be .fuddaine in the execution : 

Withall,obdurate ; doe not heare him pleade, 
tor Clarence is well lpoken, and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you markehim. 

, tbhjfcare not my Lord,we will not ftand to prate, 



} 



M . 
jhftt- 
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— of Richard ike Third. 

rt tomc ;esdtopa 1 imon e5 ,wh=n footed ingnm 

c/ , tm 1 s about your bufinelfo 

llikcyou La a ^ J clareHceB roks^n^ _ , ’ 

Whv lookes your Grace To beam y 
Br f' o / haue paft a miserable night, 

/ lively -figis, of gaftlydreames ‘ 

So / u r a Chriftiari laithfull man, 

1 hat fi not friend another fuch a night, / 

I r^ttwe?e\obyaworldofhappydayes, ky 

p& 

That&dbcfalUnvs:.asvveEift,.on^ F 

Vpoinhe giddy and inftumbling 

Me tbo»snubat^«/^ 1 t im ) ouerboord 



■ alkers are no good doers be allured : 

We come to vie oar hands,and not our tongues 






r a thoulana iearciuu » 

W hSv wade the flimy hottome of the deepe, 
A "tT°?Ha l d yo^Mcaroie i/tbe lime oi death, 

I ^ e S?S.s^ s 960d 

foteieiheempi’y, vaft. andwandrmgayte. 



iota 






But 
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8 utfm©thre& is 'within my panting bulke- 
Which almoft burft to belch it in the Sea. 

A wakt you not with this fore agonie ? 
Clar.O no,my dreame was Jengthned a fter life 

0 then began the cempeft of my feu !e, 8 

Who part ( me thought) the melancoly flood, 

VV ith that grim ferryman which Poets write of 
VntotneKingdomeof perpetuall night : 

The firll that there did greete my ftranged foule 
Was my great father in law, renowned "warmckL 

ho cned aloud, what fcourgc for periury 
Can this darke Monarchic afford falfe6Y^««? 
Andfohevanifet: Then came wandring by, 

A flwdovv like an Angell,in bright haire, ' 

gabled inbIood,and he fqucakt out a loud- 

T^nTi C ° me,f f lfej ^etinoperiur dC/4r fWj 
JW ftabd me mthe field at ^ewxbury. . 

wr Furies, take him to your torments. 

With that me thought a legion offoule feinds 

«:,? l !! r u-T d me a ^ OHt > anc * houled in mine cares, 

Such hideous cries, that with the very noyfe, ' 

1 trembling wakt, and fora feafonafter. 

Could not beleeue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrfele imprefeon-made the dreame. 

r %’ No maruaile my Lord though it affrighted you 

Ipromfeye* 7 

Cfc O haue Jo* thofe things, 

Which now be„e< euidcnce agjinft my foule? 

For Edwards la ke, and ice bow he requites me : 

pray thee gentle Keeper flay by me, 

My fouleisheauy^d I faine would fleepe. 

l I-^JGod giue your grace good reft. 

Sorrow breakesfeafons^ndrepofmghoures ' 

Makes the night morning, and the noone-tide night- 
Princes haue but their titles for- their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward tovle • 

And for vnfelt imaginations, 

of l en feele ‘ a world of reftleffe cares: 
io that betwixt your titles ,and low names, 

is There’s 



if 



I M 






of Richard the Third. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtberers enter. 
in Gods Name what are you .and how came you hither 
- sxt > I would fpeake with Clarenee^nd I came hither on 
J?r 0 - Yea, are you fb briefc ? _ my legs, 

2 Ext, O fir.it is better to be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him /onr Commiflion,talke no more. He r cades it, 
Bro. I am in this commanded to deliuer 
Ihe noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe I will be guiltlefle of the meaning: 

Here are the keyes there fits the Duke afleepe. 

He to his Maiefty,and certifiehis Grace, 

That thus 1 haue refignd my place to you, 

8xt. Dee fo.it is a poyntofwifedome. 
a What fihall we ftabhimas hefieepes ? 

i No, then he'will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes, 
a When he wakes, 

Why foole he fhallneuer wake till the judgement day- 

i Why then he will fay , we ftabd him fleeping. 

1 1 he vrging ofthat word iudgement,hath bred a kinde 
of remorfe in me- 

i What art afraid ? . , 

^ Not to kill him, hauing a warrant forit,buttobedamna 
for killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs* 

1 13acke to the Dukeo i CloceBter^ tell him fo« 

2 I pray thee ftay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
change, twas wont to hold me but while one could tell xx. 

1 How doft thou fecle thy felfe now ? (me. 

2 Faith feme certaine dregs of confidence are yet within 
r. Remember our reward when the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward* 

1 Where is thy conference now ? 

2 In the Duke of Gloceflers purfe. 

1 So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward* 
Thy confidence flics out. 

2 Let it goe, there’ s few or none will entertaine it. 

, i How if it come to thee againe? 








The T/aggd ) i 

2» llenoi-mcddie with it, it is a dangerous .thin® •> 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot fteale, 

Bat it accufeth him, he cannot flcale butit checks him : 

He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but it deters 
Him,itis ablufoing foamefull Ipirit that mutinies 
In'a mansbofome : ltfilsone fullof obftacles, 

Jt.made me once reftcre a [recce of gold that I found. 

It beggers any man that kcepes it : it is turnd out of aft 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that meanestoliue well, andendeauourstotrulb 
To himfelfe, and liue without it, 

i • Zounds , it is euen now .at my elbow, perfwadin°™> 
Not to kill the Duke. 

2 . T ake the Diuell inthy minde,and beieeue him not 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh . 

i -Tut lam ftrong in fraud he cannot preuaile with me 
5 warrant thee. 1 

a.Stood like a tall fellow that refpedts his reputation, 
Come {ball we to this gears ? 

i.Take-him oner the coilard with the hilt of nay Sword 
And then we will chop him in the Malmiey ybut in the next 
2-Oh excellent deuice.make a foppe oflmn. (roome: 

i.Harke, he ftirs,foalll ftrike ? 

3 . No,firft lets reafon with him. CU. awakcth, 

ClatW here art thou keeper, giue me a cup of Wine, 

i .You-fhall haue Wine enough, my Lord anone. 

Cla. .In Gods Name what art thou, : 

3. A man, as you are- 
CYd.Butnot as Jam , royal I, 
i.Nor you as we areJoyall. 

CU . Thy voyce is thunder ,but-thy Iookes are humble. 

2 -My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
CZi.How darkely and howdeadly doeft thou fpeakej? 
Tell me,who areyou ? wherefore came you hither ? 

A m , To , to , to. 

CU- To niurther me ? Am* A 

CZi.You fcarc^haue the hearty to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the heartjto doe it, , 

Wherein my friends haue I offended you ? 

Offended 










Pi 



m 




— c j> Richard the Third . 

The bitter fentence of poor ^Clarence death. 

Before I be conuiSl by courfe of Law 
To threaten me with death ismoft vnlawful; 
t rharfie vou as you hope to haue redemption 
L S deate Blood (Bed for our gncuous finnea, 
Ihatyou depart and lay no handsen me, 

T he'deed you vndertake is.damnablc , 
i What we will doe,we dee yponcommand, 
a And he that hath commanded v* is the King. y 
Cla. Erroneous vaflaile,the great King of Kings , 

Hith in his Tableof his Law commanded. 

That thouThalt doe no murder , and wilt thou then 
Spume at, his edi3, and fulfill a mans ? 

Take heed, for he holds vengeance in fos hands, 
Tohurlevpon their heads that breake his law. 

a And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 
For falfe forfwearing,and for murder too i 
Thou did ft receiue the holy Sacrament, , 

To fight the. quarrell of thehoufe of Lankafier. 

t AndTikc a traytorto the name of God, 

Did 11 breake that -vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnrinfrthe bowels of thy foueraignes fonne, 

2 Whom thou wert fvvorne to cherifh and defend, 
i How canft. thou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs. 
When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree ? 

CU. Mafic, for whofe fake did 1 that ill deed ? 

For Edward } (or my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs, lie fends you not to murder me for this, 

For in thh’ iinne he is as deepe as f, 

If God will be reuenged for this deed, 

Take not the quarrell from his powerfull arme, 



He 
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TJje Tragedy 

He needes no indireft nor lawfull courle, feuo&p 
To cut off thole that hatie offended him- u 

i Who made thee then a bloody miniflerj 
W hen gallan^fpring^braue Plantagenet, 




b 



The Princely Nouice was ft too ke dead by thee. 

'TT*. My brothers loue,the Diuell,and my rage* 

Thy brothers lone, the Diuell,and thy fault, 
i - auc brought vs hither now to murder thee, 

Cla, Ohjifyou louc my brother, bate not me, 

I amhis brother, and I leue him well : 

If yr>u behirde for neede , goe backe againe. 

And 1 will fend you to my brother Cjloceficr, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

I hen Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2 You aredeceiued,your brother GUeeJier hates you. 
Cla. Oh no,he loueg rr,e,and he holds me deare, 

Coe you tohimfrom me. 

Jim. I fp we will- 

Cla .Tell him, when rhat our Princely father 
Bleft his three fonnes with his victorious arme ; 
Andchargd vs from his fouie to loueeach other. 

He liule thought of this diuided friend fhip, 

Bid Cjlocetter thinke on this,and he will vveepe, 
^w.I,mftftones,as heleffoned vs to weeper 
Cla. O doe not flander him for he is kind. 

1 Right as lhow in harueft, thou decciueft thy felle, 
Tis he that lent vs hither now to murder thee. 

(I/*, It cannot be.* for when I parted with him . 

He hugd me m his armes, and fworc with fobs, 

That he would labour my deiiuery. 

2 Why fo he doth,nowhe dcliuers thee, 

From this worlds thraldome, to the ioyes of Heauen* 
i Make peace with God.fbryou muft dye my Lord. 1 
Cla, Haft thou that holy feeling in thy fouie, 
i ocounieli me to make my peace withCpd- • 

And art thou yet to thy ovvne fouie fo blinde, ’ 

That thou wilt war with God,^ murdring me? 

Ah firs confider, he thatYct you on 

To doe this deed, will hate you for this deed,/ . 

y ~ nrL** 







(j/Richai'd tbs 7 bird, 



Mvftiend,! fpielbmepUty in jam look*; 

/w ifrhvevelbe not a flatterer. 

Come thou on my fide and inmate for me s 

XbJagine Prince whatbcggerpitties not ? 

x b Uhus 8 ,and thus: if this will not feme Hettabshtm 

He chop thee in the Malmeiey but in the next rpomc. 

aA bloody deed and defperately performd. 

How fame would I like Pilate wafh my hands, 

Of this moft grieuous guilty murder done- 

By h«uenthe Dakcftltt know how flacke thou art. 

Z I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Take'thou the fee, and tell him what I fay, 

Fori repent me that the Duke is flame. . 

x So doc not I, goe coward as thou art. 

Now muft I hide his body in feme hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his bunall: 

And when I haue my meed I muft avvay. 

For this will out^nd here I muft not flay. 

Enter King, Queene.Hafiings, Ritters 3 &c. 

King. So now I haue done a good dayes worke 
Yoifl Peres continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expeft an Embalfage 
From my Redemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my fouie fhall part to heauen, 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace onearth : 

Riners and Hattitrgs, take each others hand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fweare your loue. 

£AF,y heaumyny heart is purged from grudging hate,~ 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts loue. . 
Hatt, So thriuc I as Ifweare the like* rrujil^ 

King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 

Leaft hethatis thefaprearae Kin^of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfehooa, and a war' 1 
Eytherof you“io be the others end. 



ExtHKt 
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The Tragedy 

Haft. So profperl^as I fweare perfe&lcue- 

Ri. And Iasi loue Haftings with my heart. 

King, Maddam,your felfe is not exempt in this, 

Nor /your lonne Dorftct, Buckingham, nor you. 

You haue beene factious one again ft the other •• 

Wife, loue Lord Hafttugs'jkthim ldflfe your hand. 

And what you dee/dceic vnfainedly. 

Qh. Here Haftnngs,\ willncuer mot e remember 
Our former hatred, lb thriue J and mine- 

•OorA TInis enteirchange ofcloae, 1 here-proteft, 

Vpcn my part fhail be vnuiolable. 

Hast . And fo I fwere my Lord . 

King. Now princely Buckingham ieale vp this league, ft | 
With thy cmbracemengto my wiues allies. 

And make me Happy inthjs vnity. c.jreu.y 1 

A*f^.Wheneuer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
OnyoUjOr youfs,butwith all dutious loue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate,in thofe where I expeft moft loue, 

W hen I haue moft neede to imploy a friend, 

And moft afturedthatheis a trieind, 

Deepe, hoi lo vy, trecherous ,and full of guile 
Bene vnto me: This doe I begge of God, 

When I am cold in. zeale to you or yours. 

. King, A plea ling cordiall PrincclylBuckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother GloceTtcr here. 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Enter Gleeeftcr • 

Buck-. And in good time here comes the noble Duke, 

C/tf.Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queene, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. 

-King, Happy indeed as we hauefpent the day. 

Brother we hauedone deedsof charity: 

Made peace of emnity,faire loue of hate, 

Eetvycene thefe fwelling wrong infeenfed Peares. 

Glo. A blefted labourmoft loueraigne Liege, 

Amongft this Princely neape, if any here 
By fa He intelligence, or wrong furmife. 









Hold- 



of Richard the Third. 

t if I vnwictingly or-in my rage, 

pS fought committed that is Hardly borno 
?fanV in this prefence , I defire 

i a reconcile me to his fi emdly peaces 

U death to me to be at emntty^ 

ate it and define all good mens loue. . 

r -ft Maddam I intreat peace of you, _ , rrujL. 

SKh I purchace witfi my dutious ferutcc. 

01 vou my noble cou fen Buckingham, 

a ny grudge were lod'gd Betwcene vs. 

Of you J, Lord Riuers , and Lord Gray of you , 

That all without defart haue fround on me. 

K"rl«,tord*. Gentlemen, mdtedofall . 

Ido not know thatEnglifomanahue, 

With whom my ioule is any roue at oades,^ 

More then the infant that is borne to n‘ght 
I thanke my God for my humility, 

1 V A holy day (hall this'be kept hereafter, 

;/u I wTuld toGod all ftr&were swell compounded, 

^ My foueraigne leigel dobefeechyourMaiefty 
To take our brother Clarence l toyour grace. 

<7/o,Why Maddam, haue I offered loue tor this, 

TobethusfcomjHn this royajl prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 
Youdoehimintury tofeorne hiscoarie- (be is ? 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
C)u. All feeing heauen , what a world is this . 

Buc. Looke l fo pale Lord Dorfet a s the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord, and nonem this prefence ( 

. But his red colour- hath foriboke his cheekes- ^ 
Kin. Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuem« ( 7N. 

Glo. But He poore foule by our firft order didet 1 dec 6 
And that a winged Mercury did beare. 

Some tardy triple bore the countermanno. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that fome lefle noble and lefie 
Neerer in bloody thoughts^but nothin blood • 

Be feme not worfe then wretched Clarence did., _ 

And yet goc currant from fufpition* Enter 
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The Tragedy 

Z>jr. A boons (my foueraigne) for my feruice done 
Tin. I pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow. ’ 1 
• I will not rife vnlefie your highnefle grant, 

K tfi. I hen fpeake.at once, what is it thou demanded ? 
Tar. 1 he forfeit (Sgueraige) of my leruants life. 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman, 

Lately attendingon the Duke of Norjfolke, ^ 

Kin. Hauc I a tongue to dornne my brothers death, * 
And fliall thefame giue pardon to a flaue ; * 

My brother flew no man, his fault was noug ht. ff&iLahL 
And yet his punifliment was cruel! death. <J 

Who lued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde ? 

Whofpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfakc 
The mighty Warwick? t znd did fight forme ? 

Who told me in the field at Tew x bury, 

When Oxford. had me downe,he reicued me. 

And fay d deare brother^liue and be a King ? 

Who told me-vyhen we both lay in the field, 
Frozenalmoft to death,Jhow he Japt me 
'xYtnzwrf Euen in his owne armes . and gaue himfelfe 

All thinneand nakedTothenumbecold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

. But when yourcartersor your waytingvaffaiics 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image of our dearefMledcemer, 

Y ou ftraight are on your knees for pardon,pardon, 

.And I. vniuftly too,mnft grant it you, 
i Hilt for my brother not a man would lpeake,- 
Nor I (vngraciousj fpeakevnto my felfe. 

For him poore foule: the proudefl one you all c£- 
Haue beene beholding to him in his life,* J 

Yet none of you would once pleade for his life 1 
Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take hold 
On me,and you, and mine,and yours for this. (Exit. 
Come me to my clofet,oh poore CUrem , 

’ " Gh- 




SttL 



*ff)l 






e/Richard the Third. 

■ Gh. This is the fruit of rawneffe : markfc you no: 
xi 0 W that the guilty kindred of the gufene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare o f Clarence death - 
Ob, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
Tocomfort Edwardwith our company ♦ Exeunt* 

Enter Dutches of Y or]$c jvith Clarence children* 

Bor. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? ^ 

D^.No Boy. • _ , ( breaft 1 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And cry. Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ■ 

Girle. W By doe you lookc on vs and fliake your head ? 

And call vs wretched , Orphanes,caftawaies, 

If that our noble Father be aliue ? 

Dut. Mypritty Colens. you miftake me much, 

I do lament the ficknefle oftheKing : 

As loth to loofehim now your Fathers dead • 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

BoyThtn Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efleft* 

Tut . Peace Children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fballow inocents. 

Yon cannot gjeffe who caufed your Fathers death. ' 

Boy. Granam, weean : for my good Vncle Giacdlor°~ c*p 
Told me , the King prouoked by the Slucenc , 

Denis’ d impeachments to imprifon him ; 

And when he told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his armejf, and kindly kift my cheeke^, - 
And bad me relie on him as oaf my Father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his Childe. 

TW.Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fhapes,- * 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

Heismy fonne, yea and therein my fhame > : 

1 et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

R°y. Thinke you my Vncle did diffemble, Granam ? , 

■ Tut. I Boy 



Roj.i cannot think e it, harke, what noyfe is this 
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The -Tragedy - 
Enter the' Quecne. 

^•FhofrMl hinder me to waile and weepe. 

To chide my fortune, and torment my felfe ? 

J le ioy ne with'blackc defpaire againft my lelfe , 

And to my felfe become an enemy* 

Dm. What meanes this fceane of rude impatience? 

To make an aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your tonne, our King, is dead. : 

Why grow the branches, now the rooteiswitherd 
Why wither not the leaueS jthefap being gone ? 

Ifyou will liue, lament : if dye,bebriefe : 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the Kings, 

Or' like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new Kingdome of perpetuall reft. 

T) Ht * Ah fo much intereft haue 1 in thy forrow. 

As 1 had title in my_ noble husband : 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And lin’d by looking on his image: J 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance, ' 

Are era ft in pieces by malignant death, 

AndTior comfort haue but onefalte glaffe. 

Which grieues me when I fee my flaamein him. 

Thou art a widdow,yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : • 

But death hath fnatcht my children from minearmes, 
And pluft two crutches from my feeble limmes, . 
Edward, and CUrenee, Q what caufe, haue J, 
Then,beingbut moity of my felfe. 

To ouergoe thy plain«,and drownethy cries? 

Boy, (j ood aunt, you wept not for mv fathers death, 
How can we ayd you with our kindreds teares ? 

Girt. Our fatherlefie diftrefle was left vhmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept, 
j^*Giue me no helpein lamentation. 

I am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fpriogs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That I being gouernd by the watry Moone, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world; 
Oh my. husband formyheireLord Edward, 
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w-— 0/ Richard the Third. ■ 

. r Oh for our father for our deare Lord Clarence 

n W& At^?orboth,both mine Edward and Clarence . 

3r ii av Had I but Edward , and he is gone ? 

? vhac pay had we but Clarence , and he is gone ? ' 

^ Ou . Was euer widow, had fo deare a loff • 

Waseuer Orphaneshad fo dearea lo. - 
j)„t . Was euer mother hada dearer Ioffe ; 

M a [fel am the motherof thfcfe moanes, 

Theirwoes are parceld, mine are generall: 

She for Edward weepes,and fo doe , ^ 

T for a Clarence weepe, io doth not (he - 
iXebabes fa Clarence weepe and fo doe 1, ~ 

Alas you threeonmethEcefblddiftreft, f 

Powre all your teares, I am yoflr forrow W*. ^ 

‘ 1 , will oamuer it with lamentations. *iMc&er 

^6/ff.Maddam haue comfort, all of vs haue caufe "j* 

To waile the dimming of our foming ^arre °. 

But none can cure their harmes by wayung them, 

Maddam my mother, I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not lee yo) Grace, humbly on my knee} 

1 S! God bleffe thee, and put meekenefle in thy minde. 

Loner charity, obedience, and true duty. 0 , / 

G/o. Amen, make me to dye a good old man, V tnaA*- tn±- 
Thats the butTenToTmV mothers blefling, a* 

I maruell why her Gracedid leaue it out ! _ 

B uc , You cloudy Princes, and heart-ionowingPeares, - 
That beare this mutuall heauy loade of moane. 

Now cheare each other in each others loue: . y 

Though we hauefpent our harueft for this King, 0J- 

We are to reape the harueft of his fonne : - 

The broken rancour of your bigh lwolne hearts^.- 
Butlaftly iplinted, knit, andloynd together, ^ 

Muft -greatly be preferud,cheriflit, and kept, 

Me ieemeth good that with fome little trame. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Princebe fetcht T 
Hitherto Louden be Crownd our King. > 



) 



E 2 



Gist 






{//<?♦ Thenbe it fo t and goe weto determine 
Who they fhall be that ftraight (ball poll to Ludlow ? 
Maddam,and you my mother will you goe, 

To giue your fenfures in this waighty bufinefle* 

-dnf* With all our hearts* Exeunt Manet Glo.B^, 

Buc. My Lord, who cuer Iourneyes to thePrincc, . 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behind 
For by the way ile fort occafion. 

As index to the'ftory we late^rtalkt of, 

F o part the Queenes proud kindred from the King^ 
G/o-My other lelfe,my counfelsconfiftory. 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Colin : 

1 like a child will goe by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then,for we will not flay behind. Exit, 
Enter two Citizens. 

i Neyghbour weft rnct,whithcr a way fo fafl ? 
a I promile you, I fcarccly know myfclfe. 
i Heare you the newes abroad ?. 

3 I, .that the King is dead. - 'jS| 

i Bad news birlady,feIdomecomes|>etter, fhji 
I feare,I feare,twill proue a troubl efome world. Enter 
3 Cit. Good morrow neyghbours- another 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death 
i It doth. 3 Then matters looke to fee a troubl elome « 
i No,no,by Godsgrace his fonne fhall raigne, (world. 

3 Wo to that land thats gouernd by a child, 
a In him there is A hope of gouernmCnt, 

That in his nonage,counleil vnderhim. 

And in his full^ipencd.yeares himfelfe. 

No doubt fhall then, and till then gonerne well, 
i So flood tbe cafe when H curie the /ixt 
Wascrownd At Paris feat at ninemoneths old. 

3 Stood the ftate fq^no good my friend not fo. 

For then our Land wasfamoufly inricht 
With poliucke graue counfell : then the King 
Had vertuous vncles to prote& his Grace. 

3 So hath this,both by the father and mother. 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all; 

' ’ For 



k. 






o/Richard the 7 hireL 

r etyll 3 lation now ,who fhall be^Mlsfl. Kt&sr&d 
touch vs all too neereif God preuent not . 

'^of danger is theDuki of Mr, 

S the Quetnes kindred haughty and proud. 

And were they to berulde,and not rule. 

This fickly Land might folace as before. 

j Come,come,we feare the worft^ll fliall be web, 

, \V hen clouds a ppeare,wife men put on their cloakes. 
When great leaues fall,the winter is at hand Is 

When the Sunnefets, who doth not looke Fo j . / 

Vnumely ftormes makes them expea a dearth : 

All menbe vveli: but if God fort wfo, 

Tis more then we deferue,or I exp*}, 
t Truely the foules of men are full o. ureac , 
v ea cannot almoft reafon with a man 
fhat lookes not heauy and full of feare. 

? Before the time of change ttill it is fo, ? 

By a diuine inttinA mens mindes miftrufl 
Enfuing dangers ,as by proofc we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boyftrous ftormc. 

But lcaue it all to God; wh«theraWay. ? 
i We are fent for to the Iuftice. 

3, And fo was I, ile beare you company. 

Enter Cardinal, Dutches ofYorke y guee»ejomg York* 
Car. Laft night 1 heare they lay awV orthampto» 3 
\tS tony -fir at ford will they be to night. 

Tomorrow or next day will they be here* > 

Dut.l long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he ismuch growne fince I laft faw him- 
i>*.Butl heare no, they fay my fonne of Y orkf 

Hatfoouertane him in growth. 'Kio 

Tor .. [ mother, but I would n6t haue it fo. ^ ; 

Dut. Why my young coufin, it is good to grow^ • 
Tor. Granam, one night as we did fit at flipper. 

My Vnclei?i««Mtalkthow I did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my Vnqle'GA?. 

Small hearbes haue grace, great weeds grow apace; 

And fince my thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 

Becaufe fweet flowers are flow, ana weeds make hafte. 

E 3 Dnt» 



’C. fn&'h. 
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The Tragedy 

f Dut.Good faith, good faith: the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obie<ft the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young , 

So long a growing and fo leafurely. 

That if this were ajrule he fhould be gracious. 

Car. Why Mad dam, fo no doubt he is. 

Dut-1 hope fo too, but yet Ic‘ Mothers doubt, 

Tor. Now by my troth if I hadbeene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles grace a flout, ( mine,' 

That fhould haue neerer toucht his growth then he did 
Dut .How my pretty T orke ? I pray thee let me heare it. 
Tor. Marry they fay, ska* my Vnclegrew fo faft. 

That he could gnawacruft.at two heuresold, 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam, this would haue becne a pritty ieft. 

Dut> I pray theepritty Torke t who told thee fo ? 

Tor. Granam , his Nurfe. 

Dut. Why ftie was dead ere thou wert.borne. 

Tor. If twere not £he,I cannot tell who told me. 

£1*. A perilous boy, go too thou art too ihrewd, 

Car t Good Maddam be not angry with the child. 

£la. Pitchers hath eares. Enter Dorftt } 

Car. Heere comes your fonne. Lord Marques,X><jr/ff 3 
W hat newes. Lord Marques ? A * 

or. Such newes my Lord, as gryies me to-vnfold. 
^•How fares the Prince ? 

L>or .Well Maddam, and in health : y,"| 

Dm. What is the newes then ? 

Dor, Lord Ritters, and Lord Cray, areient to Pomfret, 
With them Sir Thomas/^ dugban, prifoners. 

Dut. Who hath<ommitted them ? 

Dor • The Mighty Dukes Clocefter and Buckingham. 
Car. Fcr what offence? 

Dorl The fumme of all I can, I haue difclofed : 

Why or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

JL*.Ay me, I fee the downefall of our Houle, 

The Tiger now hath ieazd the gentle Hinde. : 

Inftjlting tyrany begins to iet. * 

Vpon 
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r?/ Richard the Third. 

,, rt0 n the innocent and lawleffe throane: 

Welcome deftruaion,death,and maffacre, 

TiVe as in a Map the end of all* 

1 j) Mt . Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dayes. 

How many of yon haue mine eyes beheld ? 

Mv husband loft his life to get the Crowne, 

And often vp and downe my tonnes were toft, 
for me to ioy and weepe were game and lofle, rAur 
And being feated and domefticke broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,thcmlelues the conquerours 
Make war vpon themfelues, blood agamft blood, 
Selfcagainftfelfe,0 prepoftrous 
And franticke outrage, end the.damned fpleene, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more* 

Oh. Come come, my boy,we will to Sanctuary*. 

‘But. He goe alongwith you. 
jjjte.Ydu haue no caufe, 

Tar . My gracious Lady , goe. 

And thither beare yourtreafure and your goods. 

F6r my part, ilerefignevnto your grace. 

The fealel keepe,and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you, and all^yours: p- 

Come, ile conduct you to the San&uary* ' Exeunt * 

7 "heTrumfetsfoMnd.E-titerytung Prince y Du : K^9f' S. 

Clocefter y and Buckingham ,CardinaU t &c. 

Buc. Welcome fweet Prince to London, to your chamber* 
Glo, Welcome fweet Cofen, my thoughts ioueraigne .* 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prin. No Vncle, but ourcroffesontheway. 

Hath made it teadious, wearyfome and heauy, 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

Glo. Sweet Rrince.the vntainted vertue of your yeares, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

No more can you diftinguifn of a man. 

Then of his outward fhew,which God he knowes, 
Seldomeor neuer iumpeth with the heart: 

Thofe vncles which you w ant were dangerous. 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words, 

But-lookt not oh the poyfon of their hearts 3 
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The Tragedy 

God keepe you from them,and from fuch falfe friends . 1 
Prin, G od Keepe me from falfe friends ,bm they were none 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greet'e y 0a< 
Enter Lord Maior. ( d aics 

Lo,M 4. God bleffeyour Grace, with health and happy 
. P rin. I thanke you good my Lord,and thanke yon all y 
I thought my mothcr,and my brother Torke, 

W ould long ere this haue met vs on the way .* 

■ Fie what a flug is Hafiings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no* Enter L.H a ff 

fBuc.And in good time here comes the fweating Lord * 
iV;* -Welcome my Lord ; what, will our mother come ? 
Haft* On what cccafionGodhe knowes,not I : $| 

The Queene your mother,and your brother Tor he 
Hath taken Sanfluary : The tender Prince 
W ould f aine^come with me to meetc your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce with-held* 

Bug. Fie, what an indirect and peeuifB courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardtnall, will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of York* 

Vnto his Princely brother prefently ? 

I Pfhee deny. Lord Hafiings goe with them * 

And from her iealous armes,plucke him perforce* ' 

Car. My Lo*of Buckingham ,i f my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Tvrke, 

Anon exped him here: but if Hie be obdurate j 
To milde intreaties ,God A forbid LejxBi'k 

W e fhould infringe the holy priniledge 
Of bleffed Sanftuary: not for all this Land, 

W ould I be guilty of fojgeat a frnne, 

Bug. You are too lencelefle obftinate my Lord, 
r J ' • ■ ‘ 00 cer ^ inon i^ s and traditionall : 

yrefit W eigh it but with the great neffe of his age, 'hufi 

You breakenot Sanctuary in feazing him : 

The benefit whereof is alvvayes granted 
To thofe whofe dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue thewittoclaime the place, 
i his Prince hath neyther claimed it, nor deferued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it* 






of Richard the Third. 

Then take him from thence that is not there,’ 

You fireake no priuiledge nor Charter there : 

Oft haue I heard of San^uary men, 

Bjt Sanftuary children neuer till now • 

Car My Lord, you fhall ouer-rulemy mind for once ? 
Come on# torA.Hafiings ^iW you goe with me ? 

Baft-}- goemyLord. -E-xit > Car . & Haft* 

Prin. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may * 
Say Vncle <jl»cefier y if our brother come, 

Where fhall we foioume till our Coronaticn ? 

glo. Where it thinkft. beft vnto your royal! felfa : 

If I may counfell you,fome day or two, 

Your highneffe fhall repofe you attheTower 2 
p Then were y ou plcafe, as fhall-be thought moft iic 
For your beft health and recreation* 

Prin. I doe not like the T ower of anyplace,^ : 

Did lullius Cafer build that place my Lord ? 

Bug . He did my gracious Lord begin that place- 
Which ftncefucceeding ages haue reedified* 

Prin. Is it vpon record or elfe reported 
Succcfliuely from age to age,he built it ? 

Buc. Vpon record my gracious Lord, 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regifterd, 

Methinkes the truth fhould Hue from age to age, 

A s t’were retaild to ail pofterity , 

Euen to the generall^nding day * - 

Glo. So wile, fo yotmg, they fay do neuer liue long* 
Tww.What fay you Vncle ? 

Glo. I fay without Cara&ers fame Hues long : 

^ IhjLlike the formall vice, iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one w ords 
P rin. That Iulitts Cafer was a famous man, 

W>th what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit let downe to make his valour liue ; , 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour, ffcu 

For now be Hues in fame though not in life: 

He tell youwhat,my Coufen Buckingham. 

Buc. w hat my gracious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I liue vntill I be a man* 



He 
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He winne our ancient right in Franceig&inc, 

Or dye a foul'dler as I liu’d a King, 

Glo. Short fammers likely haue a forward fpring,' 
Enter young Torke Jdaftings jOardinall. 
Siic.Now in good time,heere comes the Duke of TM t 
Prin. Richard of T orke how fares our noble brother : . 
?V,Well.my deare Lord : fo mu ft I call- you now*. 
PftH.l .brother to our griefe , as it is yours: ■ . . 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Title, .. "ffij 
Which by Ixis death hath loft much maiefly, 

Glo. How faires our coufen noble Lord of T'orfy , . 
Tor. I thanke you gentle Vncle V G my Lord „ 

You fii^l that idle weeds nrefaftin growth ; ...... 

1 he Prince my brother hath ouer growne me-ferre. 

Cj lo. Hde hath my Lord.’ " 

Ter. And therefore is he idle ? 

GU. Oh-my fairecoufen,! muftnotfay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I, 

Glo. He may command measmy ldueraigne, 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger/ 

Glo. My Dagger little coufen,withalI my heart.' 

Pun. A begger brother ? , 

Tor. ofmy kind- Vncle that IknowwillgiuSi . E 
And being but a toy which is no gift , to giue, - 
Glo, A greater gift then tbat nTgiue mycoufen- 
T or. greater gift , O thats.thc St^ord to it. 

Gie. 1 gentle coufen,were it lighrenough. 

Tor, O then 1 lee you will part but with light gifts/ 
2d weightier things yonle fay a begger nay. • 

GU. It is to weig hty for your grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier, 

Glo, Whatwould you haue my weapon little Lord* 

J or* I would that I might thinke you as vou call me* 
Glo. How ? Little. 

„ Prin. My L- c^ 'forke wi IlTfiTl be croffe in talke : 
t Vncle your grace knowes howto bearewith him* 

? or . You meane to beare me , not to bearc with me ; 
v ride, my brother mockes both you and me. 

3<xd 
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wtau tore proved wit he 

T m idgate the fcorne he giucs his vncle, 

.upretely and aptly taunts-fomfel c: 
tn cunning and fo young is wonderful!. 

My Lo- wilt pleale you paffeatong • 

.S and my good coufrn 
X ro vcur mother, to mtreat of her 
Smtetyou at the Tower, and weftome you. . 

what will* you go vntotheT ower^y^tord-; <,y 

yriu.My Lord protcac^vill A ****’ 

/.I toll not fleepe m quiet at the Towet- 
r.u. Why* what fhould you feare • * 

tr. Marry rny vncle Clarence 5 . - - 

My granamtold me, he was murdred thae, 
jvkf feare no vncles dead. 

G/^Nor none that liuej hop^* . r 

tm. And if they liuc,I hope Ineed not feaje. 

Bttcoae my Lord, with a heauy heart 

Jac.Thinkeyou my L ; this little prating Torke, 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufiy • 

Glo . No doubt, no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

Bold,quicke,ingenious,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

But. Well let them reft: come hither Cmsby. 

Thouatt fworn as deeply toeffed what weintend, 

As clofely to conceale what w e impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd ypon the way : 

W bat thinke ft thoujis it not an eafie matter 
To make JVtlliam of oui rninQ* 

For the inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the featc reyall of this famous lie ? 

Cat, He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 
A«c.What ,thmkcft thou then of Stanly hat will he ? 






* 



IP 
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* Cat. We will do all in all as Haft tags doth* 

Bhc. Well then no more butthis: 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 

Sonnd A Lord Hafiings , how he Hands affe&ed 
Vnto our purpofe, Ifhe be willing, 

Encourage him and /hew him all our reafons: • ; - 

Ifhebeleadcn,icy,cold,vnwilling, . ' 

Be thou fo too: and fb breake off your talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

/ pi Eor we to morrow hold guided counfels 
J/uilh Wherein thy felfe /hah highly be imployed. 

^.Commend me to L.^W,tellhim Candy 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friend^ for ioy of this goodnewes/ 

Giuc gewJe M« Shore one gentle kifle the more. 
/W.Good Cate shy effedUhis bufineffe foundly. 

Lorc5s botflJ witil a11 the heed I may; 
6/0-Shall we heare from you Cateshy ere vve fleepe f 
Or. you fhaH my Lord. Exit Cattily. 

Glo .At < 7 rosby pl ace there /hall you find vs both. 
J*c.Now my Lord, what /hall we doeif we perceiue 
rT \ £° rd ^f?^>yill notyeild to our complots? 
f* , 9 P his head man, fome what we will doc. 
And looke when lam King,claime thou of me 
Eatledome of and the mooueablcs. 
Whereof the King my brother flood po/Tefl. 
t ' tfa at promife at vour^hands. 

c^Ztr ^^^haueicyealded with willingneffe, 1 A 
Come let vs fup betimes/that afterwards 

We may digeft our complots in fome forme Ext mu 

,, tr "T* me fl* n S er *° L »rd Hafirs, 

■CWcff* What ho my Lord. • . , 

Haft, Who knocks atthedoore? 

Mstf- Vpon the ftroke offoure. 

2rS‘l! 10 rl‘ h ffr ft " a L e<:f,e ^ *'<Jions night ?# 

So.u ihould feeme by that l haue to fayT 

Fuff' 






e/Richard the 7 bird. 

-•4 v, e commends him to your noble Lordfhip- 
** Ha si. And then* Mef. Andthen he fends yotl word 

He dreamt to night , the Boare had ca/jh is hclme : ra.s \ 

Befides he fa yes* thereare two counfelsheld, 

Apd'that many bedetermned at the one, 

Which may make you and him to rew attheothe?. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lord/Kips pleafure : 
Ifprefently you wifUSke horfe with him. 

And with all fpeed poft into the.North, 

To /hun the danger that his foule dinines* 

Hatt.Qo 6 & fellow goe,returne vnto my * 

Bidi-tiim not featethie'/eperatedcoanfeis y 
His honour and my felfe are at the one, 

And at the other is my feruant Catesiy 

Where nothing can proceed that toticheth vS, £ 

Whereof I fliall not haue intelligence. e 

Tell him hisTeares are /hallow, wanting inftancy. 

And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond 
To truft the mockery of vnquiet /lumbers* 

Tofliethe Bore before the Bore perfues vs. 

Were to incenpe the Boare to follow vs. 

And make purfuit wherehe dxd meanetp chafe 
Go bid thy matter rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he /hall fee the Boare will^ys kindly, 

Mef, My, gracious Lord,ile tell him what you fay. Exif« 
Enter Catesbj to Lord Haftings. 

Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesbj : you are early flirting, 
Whatnews,what news,in this oar tottering ftate ? 

Cat.Itis a reeling worldindeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer ftand vpright 
Till Richard wearc the Garland of the Realme. 

Had. How ? weare the Garland? doft thou meane the 

Cat. I my good Lord. (Crowne? 

Had. lie haue this aowne of mine cut from my lhoul- 
Efe 1 will fee the Crowne fo foule mifplaft ; (ders. 

But eanft thou gueffe that he doth ayme at it ? 

my life my L. and hopes to find you forward 
F 3 V. 



tvo 



U 4 Z. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22321) LONDON, 1634 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.24) OctaVO 



->i 







I, i 



The Tragedy 

Vpon his party for the,gaine thereof, ,■> T-y,., 

:/\nd thereupon he fends you this good news i , 

Y^hat thisfamevefV day, your enemies, , 

The kindred 9 f theCJueene,njv^ d 
Baft. Indee'd 1 am no mourner lor rjiis-new $, ,%/iL 

Becaufe they hauebeene Hill mine enemies: 

But that lle giue my voycc on Richards^ fide, 

To barre my matters heires in true detent, 

God knows I will not-doe it to the^th-.. . 

Cat .God keep? your Lordfhip in that gracious mind. 
Hafi. But I fhalllaugh at this £ twelmopth hence, 

That they whobroughtmeto liiy mafters hate, f fix 
5 liue to lookevpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby. . C^.What,m,yLord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
die fend fome packing that yet thinke^ not onf it* 

CW.Tis avile thing to dye my gracious Lord, 

"When men are vnprcpard,and looke not for it- 
Hafi.O monrtrdus,monftrous,and fo it fals out fiUO.it 
With Kiuers yaugh&ityGray , and fo twill doe 
With fome men elfe, who thinke themfclues a s iafe 
As thousand I»who as thou know ft are dea.re 
To Princely Richard? and to Buckingham. 

Cat* The Princes both make high account of you ) 

For they account his head vpon the bridge- 

Ha0i know they do,and I haue well deferud it,^. . 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L- where is your BoareTpeare man? 

-reare you the Bcrc,and goc ywfo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L. good morrow : good morrow Catesby: 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Ropd, . t , 

I doe not like theiefeuerall count'd^. a ^ ‘ 

El a ft. My L. I hold my life as dearc as you doc yours. 
And neuer in my life I doe proteft. 

Was it more precious tomethen it is now, 

Thinke you but that 1 know our ftate feeure, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret when they rode from London? 
>yere iocund.and fuppofd their ftate s was fare, „ , 
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Andindcede had no cau cto miftruft J 
But yet you fee howfoone the day orecaft. 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God I fay, l proue a nebdl&fc coward. 

But come my Lord fhall wetothe Tower ? 

Haft. I go - but flay,' heare you not the new es • 
flay thole men votualke of, are beheaded, - ; 

SnoTtsey for- their truth might better wearethetr heads, 
Then fome that' haue accufed them wearetfteit htfts: _ 
gilt comemy L. let vs awSy.’ Exit-L • Stanley fr Car 

Hafi- Go you before lie follow prefc'ritly- 
Enter Hafiings a Plirfinantf 
HaflSN ell met Haftings goes the world with thee ? 
Purll he better that- it pleafe your g©«4Lordfhip to ask? 

• j .Baft. 1 tell thee fellavty Its better witli me now, 

' Then when I met thee laft where now wemeete : 

Then was I going prilorier to the Tower, 
jiv the fuggeftion ofthe Queenes alics : 

Tut now I tell thee ( keepe it to thy felfe ) 

This day thofe enemies areputtb’death,- 
And I in better ftatethen euer I was- 
Pur. God hold iCttTyour HbhbuTsgood content?';;. 
Haft.Gi^ix\s.icfHafiingsf hold fpend thou that- - 
Higiueshimhisptrfe . 

Fur. God faue your iordfliip-T.v/r^wr. Enter ttPfietf* 
Hafi. What Sir lohn, you are \v ell met : 
Jambeholdingto'you for your'laftdayes exercife : 

Come- the next Sabbath, and 1 will content you .Hewhifper s 
Enter Buckinghath. ( in his earc.- 

Buc.Yiow now Lord Chamber laine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they doe need the -Prieft. (Prieft»; 
no Your Honour hath-no firming workein hand* 

Hast: Good faith, - and when I-hiet this holy man , < 
Thofe menyoutalkeof, came into my 1 blind c- « 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Bkc. ldo 5 butlonglfhallnot ftay, 

I fhall returne before your Lordfhip theri.be,' 

Haft . Tislike enough for Iftay dinner there* 
.^«r-And.iupper to© although thou knoweft it not f 

Come 



The Tragedy 



Come (hall we goe along ? 

Enter Sir Richard RatltffeJ’niththe Lord Ritter* 
Gray and Taughanyrifoners 
Rat.Come bring forth thcprifoners* 

Ah«*Sir Richard Ratlijfe, let me tell thee this ; 

To day thou (halt behold a fubie<& die, 

For truth/or duty,and for loyalty. 

Gray- God kecpethe Prine£from ail the packe ofyou : 



A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers* 



Riu.Q PomfZ£t,P omfret x O thou bloody priion, 
Fatall and ominous to noble Pedres : 

W ithin the guilty clofure of thy walle s 
Richard the fccond heere was hackt to death : 

And for more flamid cr to thy difmall foule, sfo 

:We gitie thee vp our guiltlcfle blood 'to drinke. 

Gray., Now Markets curfc is falnevpon our heads 
For Handing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne. 

A/«,Then curft fhe Hafiings, then curft dhe Buckingham. 
Then curft fhe Richard. Q remember God, . ■ 

T o heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 1 • ' t 



And for my lifter and her princely, fonne : 



my titter ana her princely, lonne : 
Befatisfied deare God with ourtruebloods* 



7?rf/.Come 3 come,difpatch,the limit of your liues is out, 
Rift Come Gray, come Vi tugham, let vs all imbraee 
And take our leaues vntjllwe meeteinheauen. Exeunt : 

Enter the Lords to court fill. . - : : 

,v hiaft.My Lords at once , the caufe why we arc met, >. 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

2n Gods Natne fay when is this royall day ?: 

B»c. Are all things fitting for that royall time'? 

A- GDar. It is, and yet in nomination. * . v 

Bijh . To morrow then, I geBea'happy time. 

Aw. Who knowes the Lord Prctettor* mind herein ? 
Who is moll inward with the noble Duke ? ( his mind. 1 

Bijh. Why you my L.me thinks you fhould fooneft know 
j5#c.Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces ; 

But for out heart c, he knowesflo more of mine> • \ 

Then I of yours : nor I no more of his^hen yotiof mine, 



J . 1 ,gr 



7~ j ftaftings, you arid he are neere in loue. 

^ jy a -f.I thankehisgrace,Iknow heloues niewell t 
vut for bis purpofe in the Coronation 
Thauenot founded him , nor he dehuered 
tiis graces pleafare any -way therein : 

T 5 , lt vou my Lord may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfe He giue my voyce, ^ 

Which I prefume he will .take in ^d part. J 9 *™- 

j? ; 7kNow in good time heere comes the Dulcc himfelfe* 

Enter Cjlocefier* 

Glo. My noble Lord, and coufens alligood morrojv, ; 

I haue beene long a fleepe , but now I hope SCk&freA 

Mvabfence doth neglea no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 

'Bhc .Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

Wilham h. Hatting* had now pronounft your part : 

I meane your voyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo . .Then my L. Hatting* , no man might be bolder. 

His Lord (hip knowes me well 4 and loues me well* 

Haft. I thanke your grace. 

Glo. My Lord of Lite* 

Bijh. My .Lord. 

Glo. When I was laft in Holborne, 

Ifaw good ftrawberies in you^Garden there, 

I dee befeecb you fend iorfome of them. 

Bijh. I goe my Lord* 

Glo. Coufen Buckingham, a word with you : 

Catesky\\ 3 X\\ founded Hafiings in our bufinefie. 

And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hote. 

As hewillloofehis-headere giueconfent, 

Hismaitters fonne as worfhipfull he termesit. 

Shall loofe the royalty of England* Throane. 

- ^.Withdraw yori hence my L.Ile follow you .Ex. Glo. 

Dar.MVc haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph* h* . 

T o morrow in mine opinion is too foone : • JfccurrJL 

For I my fclfe am not fo well prouided , 

As elfc I would be , were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Btjhop of Eire. (berries. 

-Where is my L.Protettcr , Ihaue fent for thefe ftraw, 

G Hajh 
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Haft. His grace Iookes chearefullyand fmocth to day, 
Theres lcme conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bi d good morrow withiuch a fpirit , 

1 1 hinke there is neuer a man in Chriftendome, 

That can leffe hide bis loue or hate-then he s' ; 

For by his” face ftraight fhall you knew his heart. . ! 

./Ear, What of his heart perceiue youin his face. 

By any likelihood helKewed -to day ? 

Haft. Marry, that with no man heere he is offended, 
For if he were , he would haue fhewde it in his face. 
par. 1 pray. God he be not, I fay. 

Enter Gloccfter. 

G lo. I prayyon all, what do they deferue 
That do confpiremy death with diuelilh plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that haue preuaild "ft ; 
Vpon my body with their helliih charmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence, ’ 

To doomethe offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue defer tied death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffe ol'this ill. 

See how I ambewitchc, behold minearme 
Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

T his is tha z Edwards wife, that monftrous witch,’ 
Contorted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Hafi. If they haaie done this thing my gracious Lord* 
Glo. If,thou Protestor of this damned ftrumpet. 

Tel ft thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head : Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fwere, 

Vntill I fee the fame , fome fee it done : 

The reft that loue me; come and follow me. 'Exeunfynanei 
Haft.W o^ofot England pot. a whit for me. C a. with Haft. 
Fori too fond might haue preuented ttiis : 

Stanley did dreame the boate did race his helme, 

But 1 difdaind it and did fcorne to die. 

Three times to day my footec'oth Horfedid Humble, 
And ft arte d when he look: vpon the Tower,. 



P- ;• o/RicMrd the Third. 

. 4 loth to beare me to the ftaughter-houfe. 
oh now I wamnt the Prieft that fpake to mC s 
fnow repent f told the Pursuant, 

T f«rete triumphing at mine enemies, 

HolTthey at Pomfret bloodily were butchcrd , 

And I my f elfe fecure m g rac eand fauour. 

Oh Margret } Margrct, now thy heauy curfe 
Isliahtfiedonpoore Haftings wretched head . 

&Difpatch my Lord , the Duke would be at dinner . 
Makea fhort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftate of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for,theq£* the graceof heau 
Whobuilds his hopes in theayreof yourfaire Iookes, 

Liues like a drunken fayler on a maft, 

Ready witheuery nod to- tumble downe 
Into the faull bowels of thedeepe. 

gome leade me to the blocke,beare him my £ xemti 
They fmile at me, that Ihortly {ball be dead . ■ 

Enter Duke of G lecefter/tnd Buckingham^ 

G/».Comecoufen,canft*hou quake and change t y 

^Murder thy breath in middle of a w ord , 

And then begin againe and flop agame. 

As if thou wert aeftraft and mad with terro., 

Bw.Tut feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prie oneuery fide ; 

Intending deepe.fufpition,gaftly Iookes 
Areat niy feruice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices 



L-Maior 



ro grace my ftratagems* 

Glo. Here comes the Maior 
Buc . Let me alone to entertaine him. 

Glo. Looke to the draw-bridge there, 
■E#c.Thereafon we haue lent for you. 
Glo.Cateshy ouer-looke the walles. 

Buc. Harke,l hcare a drumme, 

G/o.Looke backe,defend thee,here are enemies. 
Bus. God and our innocency defend vs- 

GYj.O O nnirr ir is Cates hi • ' 




f The Tragedy , ’ 

Snitr Cat esbyj&ith Ha flings bead . .. . 

Cat. Hcj-e is the head of that ignoble tray ror 9 
The dangerous and vnfufpc&ed H aflings*, . 

Glo. So deareT lou’d the manjthatl muftweepe % 

I tooke him for the playneft harmelefTe man. 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian:. 

Looke ye my l.ordMaior : 

3 made him my booke ; wherein my foule. recorded " 
TheHiftory of allherfecret thoughts : 

Sofmooth he daubd his vice with fhew of vertue. 
That his apparent open guilt omitted ; 

I meane Iris conueri'ation-with Shores wife. 

He layd from all attainder of fufpe&. , 

Buc, Well, well, he' was the cojuertft Iheltred traytoi 
That euer liu’d, would you haue imagined. 

Or alrnoft beleeue,were it not by great preferuation 
We liue to tell it you l the febrile traytor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe, 

To murder me and my good Lor (LGloceJler.. 

Ma. Whatjhadhefof 

Clo. W hat thinke ye we are Turkes or Infidels, 

Or that we fhould againft thccourfeof Law, 
Proceed thusraflily to the villaines death,. 

But that theextreameperrill of the cafe, 

The peace of England jxmimz perfons faiety 
Inforft vs to this execution ? 

„ri/«*.Nowfaire befall you, hedeferued his death; 
And you my good Loras both, haue well proceeded, 
To warne falie traytors from the like attempt 
I neuerlookt for better at lus ha 
After he once fell in with Miftris 

<//o. Yet had not we deterrmnd he fhould 
Vrttill your Lord ih ip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing ha ft of thcle our 1 friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning haue preuented, 
Becaufe my Lord ,we would haue had you heard 
The traytor ipeake, and timeroufly confelfe 
The manner and the purpofe ofhistreafon, 

.Thai you might well haue Jignified the fame'- 






ef Richard the 7 bird* * 

Vnto the Citizens, who ; happily may 
j^ilconfthr'e vs in him. and waile his death. 



f 



(jtfaMy 'good L ord f yOur gracious word fhall ieruc ^r t 
w e^lj^ s 1 h a d feeneor heard him Ipeake %■ 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, , 

Butile acquaint your dutious Citizens- 

With all your iuft proceedings in this cafe. axufe . 

Glo. Ahd to that end we wifht your Lordfhip here £ 

To auoyd the carping cenfures of the world. 

"Btic. But finceyoucame t 2 _late of our intents. 

Yet witnefte what we did intend ,andfo my Lord adueri 
Glo. After, 'after, coufin Buckingham? Exit Maior] 

The Maibr towards Guild- hall hids him in all poft, > 

There at your m eeteft aduantage ofthe time, 
Inferrethebaftardy ofEdwardschildren: '■ 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his Tonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfe?. 

Which by the figne thereofwas termed fo. 

„ Moreouer,vrge hishatefull luxury*. 

And b eaftly appetite in change of Iuft;- 
Which ftretched to their feruants^daughterswiueSj 
Eucn where hisluftfull eye,or fauage heart, > 

Without controle Kfted to make his prey : 

Nay for a.need thus farre come neare my perfon. 

Tell them,when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat vnfatia ^Edward, noble York*, 

My Princely father then had warres in France*, 

And by iuft computation of the time; 

Foundjthat theiifuewasnothis begot, : 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father. 

But touch this fparingly asit were farre of, 

Becaufe you know my Lord, my brother liues. 

' £#c.Fearenot my Lord,ile piayTITe'Orator 
As if the golden fee for which J pleade. 

Were for my felfev- 

Gio.\$ you thriue well, bring them to Bay nards Qaftie; 
Where you foallfind me wcllaccompanied 

G 3 Witb 
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The Tragedy 

With rcnerend Father^ and well learned Bishops. 

But. About three or foure a cloche loo ke to hear® 
'What news Guildhall afford eth ; and fo my Lord Well. 

• Glo -N ovv will 1 in to~t akfeiome prxuy order v E xttB H( , 
To draw the jjrates of Clarence out of fight. 

And to giuc notice that no manner of perlpn 

At any time, hauerecourfevnto the Princes* Exit, 

-Enter aScnuener, with a paper i«htt hand. 

This is’the indkfment of the good Lord Hajhngt, 
Which in a fet hand fairely is ingrofs d* 

That it may bethis day red ou'er in Pauls : 

And marke how well the fequell hangs together, 

Eleuen houres I fpent to writ it ouer, un-Ul^ 

For yefternightby Catesby was it brought me. 

The prefident was full as long a doing; ' ’ 

And yet within thefe fine houres liu d Lord Hatsings^ 
Vntainted, vnexaminedj freest liberty : 

Here’s a good world the while, Why who s fo gtoQe 
That fees net this palpable deuice ? 

Yet who's fo blind thatfayes he fees knot ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought. 

When fuch bad dealing muft be feene m thought: m 

‘ Enter Glocefier at one doer e Buckingham at another « 
Gh, How now my Lord, what feyes theCitizens ? 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme, and fpeake not a word, 

< 7 /o. Touch t you thebaflardy of Edvards Children / 
Buc. I did , with the infetiat greedincfTeoT his defe 
His tyranny for trifles : his owne baftardy, 

As being got your father thenin France : f 

Withali I did infcrre your lineaments. 

Being the right Idea of your father, 

Bothh’fojjforme and noblenefle of mind : 

Xayd ypon. all* your vitf ories in Scotland : 

Your Difcipline in wafre',vvifedome in peace: 

Your bounty ,vertue,faire humility: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vmouch’t,or fleightly handled in difeourie ; 

And. when my oratory grew to end , 
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0/ Richard" the Third. 

ibad them that louestheir Countries good, _ 
rrV'God faue Richard Englands royal! Soils. 
glo. A , and did they fo ? 

Buc . No fo God helpe me, 
gut like dumbe flatucs or breathlefle flones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt dead' 

Which vyhen I law , I reprehended ( ttoem : 

And askt.the Maior ; what meanes tills wilfull filenceT- 
His anlwere was the people were not wont 
To be fpoke too, but by the Recorder* _ 

Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

Thusfaith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd 5 
But nothing fpake in' warrant from himfelfe : 

When he had done,fome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 

Andfome tenfvoycescryed,God faue King Richard - 
Thankesnoblc'Citizens and friends quoth I , 

This genka 11 applaufe and louing fhoute. 

Argues your wildomefand your loue to Ki chard : 

And fo brake off and came away. 

(7/0 .What tongUelefle blockes were they , would they 
Buc. No by my troth my Lord. (not fpeake ? 

6/0. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come ? ' ^ 

i ; Buc. The Mayor is heerej and intend fome feare. 

Be not fpoken withali, but with mighty fute : 

And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand 
And ftand betwixt t&C hurch-men good my Lord, 
j For on that groundlle build aholy defcant: 

^ Be not ca fie wonne to our requeft : 

Play the mayd£s part, fey no, but take it* 

G/o.Feare not me , if thou car.ff plead as well for them,' 

Aslcan fey nay to thee for my felfe, 

No doubt vveelc bring it to a happy iffue. 

•ffKc.Youlhall fce what I c«n do,ge^yp to the leads. Ex. 

Now my LordMaior, you dance attendance heere, 

Ithinkethe Duke will not beipokettwithail. Enter Catesby 
Here comes his feruant :how now C atesby > vvhat fayes he ? 

Cat. My Lord he doth intreat your grace 
To viiit him to morrow, or next day; 

He 
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The Tragedy 

He is within and two reuerend Fathers, tatffi fun j 
D iuinely bent to meditation. 

And innoworldty4«te would he be mou a. 

To dravvhim from his holy exercife. 

Buc. Returne good Catesby to thyAord'agatnc, 

Tell him my felfe , the-Maior-and Citizen?, 

In deepe defignes and matters ofgreat moment, 

No.leOe importing tkem then our general! good, 

Are come -to haue fome conference with his grace 
CW.Ile tell him what you fay my _£ord. 

Buc . A ha my -Lord, this Prince is not an Edward ; 

He is not lulling on a lewd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation 

Not dallying with ai brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines s 
Not fieeping to ingrofle his idle body. 

But pr'aying to inrich his watchfull foule^ ; _ . 

Happy were £»£/*«</, would this gracious princcj 
Take on himfelfe the foueraignety thereon, _ 

But fure I feare we {hall neuer winne him to it. 

Ma. Marry God for bid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 1 
'Enter Cates by. 

Buc.' I feare he will, how now Catesbj. 

Whatfayes your Lord ! , lfC 

Cat. My L- he wondersto vviiatrend you haue aflcmblw 
Such troopes of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before : _ 

My £ord,he fcares you meane no good to him. 

£«.'.SorryI am my noble coufen fhoUtd 
Sufpeft me that 1 meane no good to him^ « 

By heauen I cotne in pevfeff loueto him. 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace? 
Whendioly and deuout religious men. 

Are at theirbeads ,tis hard to draw them thence. 

So fwceteis zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich, and two Bijhfps aloft * 

Mai. See where he'ftands betweene two Clcrgimen. 
Bmc. Two propes of vertuefor a Chrillian Prince ■ 
To flay him ftonuhe fall 9f vanity, ^ 



of Ricfrard the Third. 

Vsmous TUntagenety moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauorable eares to my requeft s 
And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy deuotion and right Chriftiafl zeale. 

qlo;. My Lord, thereneeds no fuch Apology, 

I rather doe befcech you pardon me. 

Who earneft in the feruice of my God, 

Neeleft the vifitation of my friends*. 

Butleauingthis, whatisyourgracespleafure ? 

g M Euen that I hope which pleafethGod aboue., 
And-all good men of this vngouernd He. 

. Glo.l doefufpea, X haue done fomeoftence, 
Thatfe'emeidifgr-acious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance : 

Buc. You haue my Lord : would it pleafe your grace 
At our intreaties to amend that fault. 

Git. Elfe wherefore bleach I ma Chriftian land? 
B«<f.Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
L TheSupreame Seate , the throane maiefticall, 

W The S^sptsr office of your Anceftors, 

Thelineall glory of your royall Houfe, 



To the corruption of a blemifht fiocke : 

Whileft in tiie mildenefle of your fleepy thoughts. 

Which heete we waken to your Countries good* -■ 

This noble He doth want hgproper limbes, Iwr 
Her face defac't with fears of infamy, ^ 

And almoft fhoiildred in this, fwallowing gulph fte- 
Of blind forgettullneffe and darke obliuion : 
m Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your gracious felfe to take on you the foueraignty thereof 
Not as ProteElor, Steward , Subftitute, 

Nor lowly faifor for arb^jers gaine^, : 

But as fucccfliuely frcrrip9&od to blood, 

Yourright of birth your Empery, your ownc 
Fortbis conforted with the Citizens, 

Yourworfhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by there vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace. 

G/«.l know- not wifrjhSLto depart in filence# t&U. ffi 

H Or 
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. The Tragedy " 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe,. 

Belt fits mv degree, or your condition: 

Your loue delerucs my thankes, but my defers 
Ynmeritable fhunss your high requefr, 

Firft,if all obftacles were cut away, 

And that my path were euen to the Crowne , 

As my right reuenevv and dueby birth. 

Yet fo much i s my pouerty of ipirit, . 

So mighty and fo many my defers. 

As I had rather hide me from my g'reatnelfey . * 

Being a barkc to brooke no mighty fea, r 
Then in my greatnellc couet to be hid, . ' , ; . 

And in the vapour of ray glory {mothered ; • i.. dthdffa 
But God be thanked thers no nee<f|oriM, diC 
And muchl need tohelpe you if need were, • . 

The royall tree hath left vs royall fruit, 

\V hich mellowed by theftealing houres oftime 3 
Will well become the feate of Alaiefly ji • . 

And make, no doubt, vshappy by his raigne,,... ^ v 
On him 1 lay what you would/m me : . kete. 
The right and fortune of his happy ftarres, . 

Which God defend that I fhould wring from him#’ 
Buc- My Lord, this argues confidence in your Grace, 
But therefpefls thereof are niceand triuiall, . 

All circum fiances well confidercd. 

Y ou fay that Edward is your brothers fonne. r 
Softy we too,but not by Edwards wife 
For firft he.was contracted to Lady Lfsey 3 
Y our mother hues a witneffe to that vow., - 
And afterwards by fubfritute betrothed". 

To filler to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a.poore petitioners 
A care-crazd mother ofms-ny children, 

A beauty-vvaining and diftreffed widdoUA, 

Euen in the afternoone of her belt dayes, J 
Madeprice and purcha.ee of his lultfull .eye, 

Seducel the pifch and height of all his thoughts# - 
Tobafe declemion,loath^d bigamy, 

By her in this vnlawfull bid begot. 



This 
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: of Richard the Third. 

This Edvard , Whom our jnannerStcrme thePrince 5 

Mote bitterly could 1 expoflnlate, 

Sue that for reuerence tofome aliue . 

1 ciue a fparing limit to my tongue : 

Then good my Lord, take to yOur royall wife. 

This proffered benefit of dignity ? 

If not to bleffe vs and the Land withalL • 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke, » 

p r om the corruption of abuiy time, .a, frudm# 

Vnto a lineall true deriued cOUrfe- _ . . 

‘ May -Doe good my Lord, your Citizens intreat yo«S« 
Cat- 0 make them toyfull, grant their lawfull fuit. , 

B do- Alas,why fhould you heape thofe cares on me, 

1 am vnfit for ftate and dignity: 

I doe befeech you take it not amiffe, 

I cannot nor'5 will not yeild to you. 

Sue. If yon refufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonne. 

As well we know your tenderneffe of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And equally indeed to all eftates, , 

Yet whether you except our fuit or no , ( 

Your brothersfon fhall neuer raigne our King, 

But we will ■ plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace arid downcfall of your houfe .* 

And in this refdlution here ljeaue you, to e. 

Come Citizens, zounds, ile intreat no more- 
(]lo. O doe not fweare my Lord of Tucking • 

Cat . Call them againe my Lord,and accept their fute 
Am. Do good my Lord,leafr all the Land do revv it. 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 
Wellcall them againe,I am not made of Hones, . 
But penetrable to your kind intents, bffn^oJrS 

Albeit againft my confcience,andmy foule ; 

Coufin oiTiackjnghamyxA you fage graue men^ 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backc, 

1 0 beare tkfeburthen whether I will or no, 

Imuft haue patience to endure the loade. 





The Tragedy 

BiitTf bkctce fcartdall or fe-foulefae’t reproach . 
Attend the fequell of your impofition, 

Your meere inforcement {hall acquittance me 
From all the impure plots and ftaines thereof. 

For God he knows^and you may partly fee. 

How far<e I am from the defirc thereof* 

Afaj. God bkfleyqtir Grace, we fee it, and will fey it. . 
do . In faying fo, you fhall but fey the truth. 

3uc.il henl lalnteyou with this kingly title: 
long liue King Rtchardp.^iiudl royaii King. 

Ad a j. Amen. . 

Rue. To morrow will it pleafe you to be Crown’d ? 
Clo. Euen when you will, fincc you will haue it fo. 

J$Mc • To morrow then w e will attend your Grace. 

Glo, Come let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good coulin, farewell gentle friends.. Exeunt 1 






m. 
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Enter Queenc mother, Dutches of T or ke ^Marq ne jj'e 
Dorfet,at one dore, Dutches af.Glocefter 
at another doore* . . 

Dut. Who meets vs here, my NeecePlantagenet ? 

$3 * Sifter well met, whether away fo fall ? 

No farther then the Tower, and as t gu elfe, 
Vpon the like deuotion as your deities, 

To gratulate the tender Princes there; - 

$3' Kind filler thankes, weeje enter all together. 

Enter the Lieut tnantof the Toner* 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
M.-Lieutehant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince ? *■ 

Lteu. Well Maddam and in health,but'6y your leaue, 

1 may notfuifer you tovific him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged ta the contrary* 

T he King, why who is tnat ? 

Lteu. I cry you mercy, I meanc the Lord P'rotettor* 

P q ^5* 1 he Lord protefr him from that Kingly title s 

erru-K is Hath he fet bonds betwixt thle£ loue and me : 

I am their mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 
iJu.ljcrY-l am their father, mother , and will. fee them* for&w’sflliiW 

• Dut. G/<?. lhcir-AuRt I am in law in loue their mother : 

Then 





of Richard the Third. 

T hen feare not thou,iie beare thy blame, . 

And take thy Office from thee on my perill* 

^ Lieu. I doe bcfeech your graces all to pardon me 
I a m bound by oath, I may not doe it. 

Enter Lord S-Muley. 

* 5r<f»*Let me but meet you Ladies at an houre hence, 
tod ile faiute your Graeeof T orke , as mother : , 

And reuerend looker on|,of two faire Queenes* ■ 

Come Maddam, you mull goe with me to iVeEhmtnHtr i 
There to be Crowned Richards royal! Queene* 

C) u . O cut my lace in funder, that my pent hears 
May hauq fqme fcope tobeate, or elfe.f found 
With this dead liking news* 

Dar.Maddam hauecomfort,how fares your Grace ? 
gu. o Dorfet,fye&kc not to me,get thee hence, ;; 
Death and deftrutftion deggthee at the heeles, 

7hy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death, goe croffe theSeas, 

And liue with Richmond from: the race of bell, 

Goehie thee, hie thee,from this flaughter-houfe. 

Lead thouincreafe the number of the dead. 

And make me dye the thrall of Margrets curfe , • 

Not mother .wife, nop Englands counted QueenC. • 
Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Madams : 
Take all the fwifr aduantage of jfie time. 

You fhali haue letters from me to my fonne. 

To meet you onthe way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vmfltfe delay. 

Put. Tor. O ill difperfiflg wip.dof mifery, 

0 my accurfed wombethebed of death, 
ACokatticehaft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murderous. 

&<««.Come M addam,l in all haft was fentiQr* 

Put. End I in all vnwillingnefie will goe, 

1 would to God that the inefufiue verge 
Of goulden mettall that mull round my brow, 

"Were red hot fteele to feare me to the braine, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly poyfota, 

And die ere men can fey God fauethe Queens. 

HS 
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7^5 Tragedy 

( j^*Alas poore foule, I enuy not thy glory, 

To feed my humour wifh thy feifenoharme. 
J>#r.<?/c.No,when lie that is my husband now,’ 

Came to mcml followed Bernes Courfe, b * 

When^the blood was f e a» e« wafht from his hands, u,J 
Which i {filed from- my other angell husband. 

And that dead faint, which then I- weeping followed 
G,whcn I fay, I lookt on Richards face, 

Thw.was my wilh, be thou quoth I accurft. 

Formating me fo .young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou vyed ft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife ( if any be fo bad nvxdb 
As milerable by the death of thee, . _ - ■ i 

As thou haft mademe by my deare Lords death, 
lo sseuJ can repeate this curfe againe, 

Euen infofhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubiedofmine owrte foules curie. 
Which euer finefi hath kept mine eyes from fleepe. 

. For neuer.yet one houreinhis bed, 

Haue I inioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

F>ut haue beene waked by, his timerous dreames- 
C\ p. Sefidesjhe hates me far my fatherWarvyicke, a.- 
tu> bruJbr And WllLfhortly berklof me* \\n 

gup Alas poore foule J pity thy complaints. 

Dm .(j/o.Nomore thenfi om my foule I moume for yours. 
^•Farewell, thou woefuK-weloomerof glory. 
Dut.Glo. Adue poore foule chair cSkeft thy leatie ofit, 
D.Tcr. Go thou to Richmond, ;& good fortune guide thee , 
Go thoq to Richard^nd good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fan&uary, good thoughts pofleffe thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me, 
Eyghty old ycares of fbrrow haue I feene, ' ’ 

And each hour^s ipy Wrackt with a weeke of teene* 

The trumpets found* EnterRiward Crowned, Buckie 
ham,Catesby y with other Nobles. 

Ting, Stand all aparw Goulin of Buckingham, 

. Giue me thy baud. . Herche afcends):is Throat* 

, ■ Thus 






Richan1 /^ * 

„<h!\ we weare tiieie honours for a day ? 

B w£ll they la-V n>i wc rei °y ce 10 them ? rt 

0 ^cStill hue tlney,and foreuer may they laft* n 

r .0 Buckingham now 1 doe play the touen, do J 
-r 0 uV if thou be currant GoIcTindeed : .c r -r. 

Vow Edvard liuesuhinkenow what Lwould fay. . • 

Brc. Say on my gracious Soueraigne. . 

j^w.W by Buckingham, I fay I would he King. 
i?«c.Why fo y.ou are my thrice renowned Liege, 

King. Ha •• am I King f tis §& but E dyard hues, - 
Hue* True noble Prince*- 
King- O bitter confequence, • 

That Edward flail fliould hue true noble Prince^ .,: 

Coufin thou wert not w ont to be lo dull, / 

chall lie plained wifhthe baftards .d?jd, i-: h , d • 

And I would haua-k fuddainly perforjttd,^ . 

What faieft thou ? fpeake fuddenly , be bnefe, 
jSw.Your grace may doe your plea lure. . 

King, Tut,tut,thou art all ycc, thy kindneffe freeze tb* 

Say,hauerT thy confent that they (hall die ? 

Bua Giue me fome breatkrny Lord, \ 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein ”• 

I will refohie your grace imediatly. , r To , ' :- 

Cat, The King is angt^fee,hc biteshis hp. ' : fhx. - JX ~\ ' 

King.l will conueffeivitfi iron witty fooles, : antf^d 

And vnrefpeame Boj.es, none are for me ' 

That looke into me with conliderate eyes: „ 

, Boy. High reaching Buckingham growes circumfpe£t» 

% j^,.Lord* *• •••• . • . , 

King. Know.ft thou not any Whom corrupting Gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Buy. My herd , 1 know a diicontented Gentleman, • 

Whole humble meanes matchf not his haughty mind, 
i‘ ' Gold w§ie as good aStwcnty Orators, 

• And 'will no~aoubt tempt him toany thl^g.« 

King. What is his name ? p 
Boy. His name my Lord, i$ Terrel* f 
’ J ■ ** King -■ 






f 
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The Tragedy 

King. Gee call him hither prdently* 
r rruj The deepe refoluing witty Buckingham, 

_ No more fhali Be the neighbour to my cdunfell. 
Hath hefolong held out with mevntirdq, 

And flops he now for breath ? 

X Pr- *P T) /llftl 



oh "Enter 
How now what newes with you ? 

Ear, *My Lord fheare the Marquefle D* i 
Is fled to Richmond thofe parts be yond thefess 
W here he abides* 

King. Cates by. Cat, My Lord* 

King* Rumor this abroad^ Si 

That -dune my wife is ficke and Tike to die, ' 

I will take order for her keeping dole; 
Enquire^gie out fomemeane borne Gentlemanj 
Whom 1 will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter. 
The boy is fooiifh,and 1 feare not him ^ 
Lookehow thou dreameft ; 1 fay againe, giueonc 
That -A»nt my wife is ficke and like to die* 

About it, foritftandsme much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whole growth may damage me B 






Vncertaine way ofgaine, but 1 am in 
So farrein blood, „that finne pUickes on finne, 

'fTcarei faflinglpitty dwels not in this eye. 

* Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy name Tinel ? 

Tit James 7 irrelfc your moft obedient fubie<5h 
King. Art thou indeed ? 

Tir. Proue me my gracious foueraigne 
JOwg-.Dar’ft thou reiolueto kill a friend of mine? 

Tir* 1 my Lordjbut 1 had rather kill two deepe enemies 
King. Why there thou haft it, ^o d eepe enemies*^ 
Foes to my reft th^t my fweet fleepedifti^bs, $ If 
Are they that 1 would haue thee deale vpon ; / 
Tirrel, 1 meane thof? baftards in the Tower. 

Tir. Let nje haue meanes to come to them, ' „ 
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3 r r.nf> lie rid V<=u from the feare of therm 
Buc. I heare that news Jr , * . Well Io oke to it, 

forwh^h your honour and yo^fathis |WwrKi, 

The Earhaome of 

The which you promned I (horn i thev'eonuey -rX 
Kin Stanley Ao oketo yourWife,it tney conu y 

Letters to¥chmoU>yov demand ? 

Buc. What fayes your high nelfe to my 
Kin. As 1 remember Henry the fix 
Sjd ‘prophefie that Richmond Ihould be King, 

When Rickmondvas a little peeiulh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps* 

^^How^ha'metheProphet could not at-^ac time, 

Haue told me I beingby , that I ^d k ll brn^ 

Buc. My Lord , your pro mife for the Earledome* 

Kin. Richmond , Whenlaft I was at Exeter. 

The Maiorin curtefie fliewd metheCalhe, % 

And called it Rugemount, at which name iftartea, 

Becaufe a Lord of Ireland rold me once, 

1 fhculd noUme long after I law Ritfmona. 

Buc. My Lord* 

Kin. I, Whatsa clocke? . > 1 

Buc. I am thus bold to put yout.Grace in mina , 

Of what you promifd me* 

Kin . Well, but whats a clocke ? 

A«c* Vpon the ftroke of l0 * ^ 7 ..^ 



3 




The 7‘ugedj 

Xhg. Well, let k flcike. 

Hue- Why lcc.it ftrike ? 

Kwg. fiecaufe that hke a Tackethou keepft the ftroke ■ 
Bttwixt thy begging, and my meditation : 

I am net in the giuing vainc to day. 1 ; 

Bh;. Why then refol ue me whether you will or no ? 

A >*.Tut,t tit, thou tronbleii rne, T am notin the vaine. £ x 
BkcAw it euenfo, reward s he my true feruice 
With fuch de'epe contempt, made l him King forthis t 
O let me thinke on Haftix'gs and be gone 
To Brecknock? > vj bile my ftarefull headis on. 

Enter S,r Francis Tirrell . 

7»vThe tyranous and bloody deed is done,, 

The mod arch-a&ofpitious mafia ere, 

That eucr yec this land wasguilty of, 

Dtghton and Farr eft whom 1 did'-fubborne, 

T o doe this ruthfull piece of butchery. 

Although tl ey were flefiitvillains, bloody dogs, 
Melting r w it h tendernefie and compafiion, 
wept like rwo children in their deaths fad ftories: 

To thus quoth Fight on lay ibofe tender babes, ^ 

T nus, thus, quoth For reft girding one another' oimgt> 
Within their innocent alabaftcr armes, ^ 

, _ ’‘"heir lips like foure red Rofes oh a rtalke, 

Ksuy 'When in there fummer beauty kift each other, ' .1' : 

A booke of pra-yetfon tteir pillow lay, • J 

"Which once quo; h For reft almoft-changdmy.mind, 

But O the diuell 1 there the villainc ftopt, ’ 

'Whilft P/ghtoH thus told ; one we fmochered, 
Thcmoftrepleniftit fvvect worke of nature 
IIW Op VAJ? a-St* 1 from the f nrTlC Creation euer he framd, 

J he y fouid not fpeakc, and fo I left them both, . 

" <&*{*. . 1 ° bnn S tbele things t o the bloody King , 

6 L ' Enter King Richard. 

And here becomes*. All haile my foueraigne Liege. 
King. Kind Tirrel, and I happy in thy news ? 

T»* If to haue done the thing yon pane in charge 
BCget your hnppynefie,be happy then," 



. 'i Is 



o>er£. 



1 



>071 



0~ir^ 



Fcr it is d enemy Lord. 



nei 



Ring. 



htrT. 

Vintr But did ft thou feethemdead ? 

did my Lord. 

rint* And buried gentle Tirrdl- 
l- The Chaplaine of the Tower hath -buried them . 
how or in what place I do not know. 

J £.Come to me Tirrell looney ftcrlupper, oJft 

^ndthou {halt tell the procefle of theirdeath, 

Si* re time but thinke how I may do thee good 

SSemorofthy defire, *x*Tmdh 

Th^fonneofC/^wo haue Ipend vpclofe, 
ti{ s daughter meanely haue Tmatcht in marriage, 

Jhefons of Edward ileepe in Grahams bo feme. 

And Atowroy wife hath bid the world goodnight : 

- Wow for I know the Brittain ^Richmond aimes 
At young El^nbeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot Icokes proudly ore the Downs, 

To her i goe A iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catesbjg 

: Slf.Coodnews,or bad , that thou commeft/o bluntly ? 
Ger?Bad news my Lord ,Elj is fled to Richmond. 

And Buckingham back with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the fiefd,and ftill his power increaieth. 

King. She with Richmond troubles me more -meare n 
Then Buckingham and his ra(h leueld army : TetAeA 

Come I haue heard that fearefuli commenting. 

Is leaden feriiitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnale-patft beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my vvingij, 
line M ercury, and Herald for a King : 

Come matter men,my counfaile is my fiiield. 

We mutt be briefc,when traytors braue the field. 

Enter Qtteene (J% r argret fola. 
fthftMar. So now prosperity begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death t 
Here in thefq confines (lily haue 1 lurkr. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfaries : 

A dire induction am I witnefle to^, ^ 

And will io France, hoping the.confequence 

la Will 
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The 7 raged f 

Will prone as bitter ,blacke arid tragical!, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margret, who comes herd ; 
Enter tkt Qweene \ and the Dutches of Tdrl^t. • • hi 
Qu . Ah my young Princes, ah my tender babes, 

M y vnblowne flowe r, new appearing fweet , StotA 
If yet your gentle ioires flye in the ayre, • 

And benot fixt in doc me perpetual^ 

Houer aboue me with your aiery wings; 

And heare your mothers lamentations. 

Houer about her,fay that right for rlght- 
Hath dimd your infant morrie/to aged night, ° 

Wilt thou O God flie from luch gentle la mbes' 
And throw them in the intrales of the wolfe •• 

When didft thou fleepe when fuch a deed was done ? 
JgjMar. When holy Mari dyed, and my fweet fonne, 
J>»r* Blind flghtjdead life, poore mortallliuingGbolk 
Woes fceane,vvorlds fhame,graues due by life vfurnt, 
Reft their vnreft on England s lawful! earth. 




fgH'O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue 
As thou canft yeild a melancholly (eat. 

Then would l hide my bones,not reft them here; 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I? 

Z)«t.Somany miferies,hath crazd niy voyce 

That my woe-wearied tongue,is mute and dumb 
Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead ? 

fhMar. lizncicut forrow be mo ft reuerent, 

Giue mine -the benefit of figniory. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper-hand, 

3 f forrow can admit fociety. 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vew.ing mine; : 

X had an Edward , till a Richard laid him* 

1 had a Richard ^ ill a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edwardf.W a RichardAM him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a R i chard kild him. 

Dut . I had a Richard tobja'nd thou didft’ kill him: 

I had a Rutland too,and thou holpft to kill him : _ . 

ffMarhl 'houbad lx a ( ' la/snce-ioo ,t ill R iebard kild 
From forth’ the kennell of thy vvombe hath crept. 






a/e 



..tui 



of Richard the Third. 

* hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death,' 

TiS Dog that hid his teeth before his eyes . 

To worry iatrtbes, and lap their gentle b.ood. 

That foule defacer o f Gods hahay^W orke, 

Thv wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our -graueSj 

0 vpriglitiiuft, and true ailpofingGod, 

How do I thanke thee, for this carnal! Cur 
Preyeson the ifl'ue of his Mothers body, 

/ And make her pewfeliow with others moane. 

Dut-O Harries wife, triumph not -in my woes, ~ < 

God witneffe with melhaue wept for thee- fkthX. . 

gMar.Bearc with rne,f am hungry for reueng^r 
Arid now 3 cloy me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward he is dead ,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yeung 7 orke , he is but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe: 

T hy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate HaFtings^iuers -Vaughan, Graj' 
Vnnmelyfmothered in their dusky graues, 

Richard yet liues,hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fador to buy foules. 

And lend them thither,but at hand, 

Enfues his pitious, andvnpitied end, 

Earth gapes,hell burnes,fiends roare, Saints pray 
To hauehimfuddenlyconueyed away. 

Cancell his bondf of life,deare God I pray. 

That I may liue to lay, the-Dog is dead* 
cgu. O thou -didft prophefie the time would come. 

That i fhouid wifti for thee to helpe me curfe n * 

That botteld lpider,that foule hunch-backt Toad, vuticji-bcic/fif 
QjldarA cald thee then vainefiouiifb of my fortune- . 

I cald thee then poore fliadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of butwhat I was. 

The flattering index of a direful! pageant, 

* One heau’d a high to be hurl'd downe below, 

A mother onely mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, abhbble, . 

13 A figtie 
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The Tragedy 

A %fie of dignity , a garifb flag, 

To be the -nine of euery dangerous fhc|f 
A Queene inieft, cnely toftllthelccaae-: - 
Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers-} 
Where be thy children, wherein doll thou ioy t 
Who hues to thee, and cries, God faue the Queene ? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed, thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diitvefledwiddow j 
For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name j 
For Queenc,a very catife, crownd with care ; 

For one being iued too ; one that humbly fues * 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none: 

For one that Icornd at me,now fcornd of me. 

1 hus hath thecourfe of iuftice whel’d . about. 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Flauing no more but thought of what thou art, toerl 
To torture thee the more being what thou art, . 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doll thou not 
V lurpe the iuft- proportion cf my forrow ? 

Now thy proud necke,beares hajfe my burdened .yoake: 
From which ,euen here, I flip my wearie^ necke, 
Andleaue the burthen of.it all on thee: 

Farewell Torkgs wife, and Qucene of fad milchance, 
delete lingiilir wees will make me frnile in France , , 

£>**,. O thoa well skiid in curies,, flay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

c gj^r,Forbeareto fleepe the night,and fa ft die day, 
Compare deaths happinefle with lining woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

_ And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Cc^i^gf u)orj}jlettnng thy Ioffe make the bad caufe worfcr, 

" ;lleuoluing-this will teach thee how tocurfei 

jQx-My words are dull,0 quicken them with thine. 
^^■^•Thy woes will make them Aiaip,& pierce like mint 
T) ut. Why fliould calamity be full of words? Exit Ma. 
K jQg Windy atturnies to your clientl woes, 

^iery fucceeders ofinteftaceioyes, 



— — - 
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0 / Richard the 7 bird. 

ore breathing orators of miferie*, # 

r^ thern havte ibepe, though what they do impart 
Hfme not all, yet do they eafe the heart. _ 

D«r If fo then be not toung-ude, goe with me. 

And in tlr breath of bitter words, lets Another 

damned foune, which tby two fonnes fmotherd 
jLrl his Drum , be copious in exclaimes. 

V/KcyK iff? Richa?d\ •t&AYchiftg with Dvjipts y. ■ 

and' Trumpets.- . 

Kim/. Who intercepts my expedition ? ( . 

Tat- A fhe, that might haue intercepted tneeV 
By ftrangling thee in fer accurfed wotnbe, 

From a 1 ft b efl a lighters wretch, that thou haft done, 
i W‘Haft thou that forehead with a golden Crowne 3 
\Vherc (hould begrauen , if that right were right. 

The flaughterof the Prince t hatowde that Crowne, 

And the 3kc death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Tel! me thou viilaine flaue , where are my children ? 
D»oThtau tode,thoutode, where is thy brother Clarer.cil 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his fonneA 
Qu. VV here is kind /? riflings , % tuefs t T\ ati'ghan,Gray ? 
King- A fiotirifh Trumpets, -ftrike alarum Drums, 

Let not the heauens heare-thefe tel- tale women 
Rayleon the Lords Anoynted, Strike I fay. The trumpets 
Eytherbe patient, and intreat me faire, .found* 

OrWiththe clamorous reports of warre. 

Thus wilt I drown| your exclamations, . . 

Dut- Art thou my Tonne ? 

Kmg. 1, 1 thankc God , my Father, and yoyr ielfe? 

Dvr. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Ting. Maddanml haue a touch of yOur condition,- 
’Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproefe^ 

Dut. I will be mild and gentle in my lpeecn^ 

King. And briefe good mother for l am in hall*. • 

Dut. Ait thou fo haft ioft haue ftayd for thee, 

Cod knows in nnguifh, paine, and agonie- 
King. And came I not at laft. to comfort you ? 

D»r.No by the holy rood thou knowflit wclFi - 
Thoucamft o»i earth, to make the earth my hell; 

: T ' ' A a 
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A grieuous burthen was thy birth to me. 

Tetchy and waiward was thy infancy, 
i&- Thy fchoole-daiesfrightfull, defperate,wiid and furious ; 
.. ^ Thy ageconfirrad,proude,fubtile 3 bloody treclierous, 

What comfortable houre canlt thou name, 

Thateuer graced mein thy company? 

^S~°\7- Km. Faith none but Humphreys house, that paid ycu : 
7 To breakefoft oncc-forth of mycompany ? (Grace 

pci. If it.be lb grieious in your fight. 



Letrne march on, ami’ not offend you^grace. 
UmX 



.O heare mefpeake,fbr I lhali heuer ice thee more. 
Kin. Come, come,you are too bitter. 

'■ DftPi Eyeber thou wilt die by Gods iu ft, ordinance^ ■ 
Ere from this u arre thcu turne a conquercur , 

Or I with griefe and extreame a ge: fhall perifh. 

And neuer F'oke vpon thy faceagaine: 

Therefore take witbthee my moftheauy curie, 

W hich in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the cOmpleatarmour that thou wearft, 

My prayers on the aduerfe party fight, 

And there the little foiiles of Edwardscbil&xva 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies. 

And prOmiie them fueceffe in vi£t ory , 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end, _ 

Shame ferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 
£ g 5 *Though far more caufe, yet much leffc fpirit to curie 
Abides in me, I fay amen to all* > l 

Kin. StayMaddam,! muft fpeakea word with you- 
haue no more fonnes of the royall blood, 

For thee to murther, for my daughters, rJ liebind 

They fhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Queenes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their liues. 

Kin. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious- 
t ^,.And muft (lie die for this ? O let her liiie, 

And lie corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty, 
Slander my felfe,as falie to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy, 

So fjhe mayTiue vnfcafd from bleeding /laughie^ 



I wil 



o/Richard the Third. 

rwiil confefie Hie was not Edwards daughter. 

1 S, Wrong not her birth, fire, is of royall blood. 

g . To fane her life,ile fay flie is not lo. 

Her life is onely lafeft in her birth- 
%h . And onlymthatfafcty dyed herbrothers. 

X-w.Lceat their births good (larresareoppofit toer« 
a, .No to their lines bad friends were contrary. 
i§. All vnauoyded is the doome of deftiny • 

Q^.True when auoyded grace makes deftiny, 

M V babeswere deftmd tea fairer death, 

If erace hadbleft thee with a fairer life. 

L. Maddam .to thntte J io my dangerous attempt of ho 
As I intend more grod to youand yonrs, (fid. 

Then euer youand yours were by me wrong d* 

On What good iscouercd with the face o. Heaue , 

To be difeouered that can do me good* _ « 

Tw.The aduancement of your children mighty Lac y, 

Su.Vp to fome fcaftold, there to loofe their heads- 
2G».No,to the dignity, and height of honour. 

The height imperiall type of this earthsglory. 

£>u. Flatter my ferrows with report of it, 

Teil me what ftate, what dignity what honor, 

Canftthoudemife to any child of mine. 

JCtw.Euen all 1 haue, yea and my felfeand all, 

Will 1 endow a child of thine. 

So huhe Lethe c£ thy angry foule, ^ .*•■* 

Thoudrownd the fad remembranceAf thofe wrongs 

Whic i thou fnppofeft I haue dot e to thee. . • 

j^Be bnefe, leaft thattheprocefieof thy kinanefie 
LalT^longer telling then thy kindnehe doo. 

Jh«.Then know that from my foule I loue my. daughter, >Ky 
Ofy My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

Kin. What do yon think e? 

<$u. That thou doftloue my daughter from thy foule, n 
So from thy fouie didftthou loue her brothers, ia-v 

And from my hearts loue,Lthanke thee for it. 

Km Be not (o hafiy to confound my meaning, 

I mcancthat with my foule 1 loue thy daughter. 

And meane to make her Qiieene of England. 



K 
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The Tragedy - 

'J^d-Say then, who doeft thou meane flhallheheiKtng>- 
J«»^.Euen he that makes her Qjueene, who fhould eHc> 
£1**. What thou ? A 

Kmg J, euen l,whatthinkeyou-GfkMaddam ? 
jffa.Howcanft thou woe her? coooe. 

King. That I would learne of you, 

As one that were bell: aquainted with her humor,-. 

And wilt thou learne of me 
King, Maddam witkall my heart. 

Qjg. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers t- 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue/ 

Edward and Torke , then happily fhe will wcepe; 
Therefore preient to her , as fometimes Margret 
Did to my Father, a handkercheffe fteept in Rut lands blood 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to loue, . 

Send her a ftory of thy noble a&s: 

Tell her thou mad’ft away her vnckle Clarence , 

Her Vncl e Ritters, yea and forherfake 
Madeft quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Anne* 
AT/#£,Come,come,yemockc me,thisis notthe-way 
To winne your daughter. 

£lg. There is no other way, 

Vnefle thoucouldert put on fome other fhape. 

And not be Richard , that hath done all this. 

King. Inferre faire Englands peace by his alliance* ' 
^5* Which fhefhailpurcbacewith ftill lafting warre* ’ 
King, Say that the King,wh:ch may command, intreatS’ 
Jgjs- That at her hands whichthe Kings king forbid*. 
Kmg.^ay fhe fhall be a high and mighty Que«ne* 
^*.To waile the title as her motherdoth. 

King.Say I will louehereuerlartingly. 

But how long fhall that title euerlaft? 
AT/^.Sweetlyin'orce vnto her faire liues end, 

Aer JQh, But how long fairely fhall that title lad ? 

® y l /+ C/% IP nA^IIAn A I a. 
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K r ing. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. • 
j Qh. So long as hell andRichard likes of it. 
Kmg. Say I her Soueraigne am her fubiecl loue» 
jQ».Bucfhe yourfubieft Joths fuch Soueraigqty, 



King. 



of Richard the Third . 

Kin. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Qh, An honeft tale Ipeeds beft being plainely told 
Km. Then in plainetermes tell her my louingtale. 

0».Plaine, and not honefl is to harfh a fttle, 
gm. Maddam yourreafons are too fhallowand 
<9*. O no, my reafons are to deepe and dead : (quicke 
Too dec pe and dead poore infants in their graue, ~f(nu* . ffxrP no} c* 
l-Farnc on it ftill (hall I, till heart-ftrings breake, P j&U.Jfa* 

X>i-Nowby my George, my Garter , and my Crowne* /M i* 

^.Prophan’djdilhonouajand the third vfurped. ’ , 

A/«.I fweare by nothing. 1 n J'\ 

Qu.Sv nothing, for this is no oath, 

!l be George prophan’d jhath ,loft his holy honour : 

The Garter blemiflrt' pawn'd his Knightly vertues 
The Crowne vfurpt difgrac’t his Kingly dignity, 

£, If nothing thou wilt fweare to be belieued , 

Siveare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong a, 

.Km. Now by the world. 

^«.Tis fuli of thy foule wrongs. 

Km.Uly fathers death. 
ih 1 by felfe hath that difhonour d. 

Km, hen by my felfe* , 

jjla.Thy fe.fe,thy fei fe mifufed. S[ . 

Km. Why then by God* 
ght. Gods- wrong is mod of all: 

If thou had ft fear d,to breake an oath by him, 

I he vrity the King thy brother made, 

Had net bcene brokea.nor my brother flaine. 

If thou had ft fear'd to breake an oath by him. 

The impe! iall mettall circling now my brow. 

Had- grac't the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here. 

Which now two tender playfellows for duft, 

Thybroken faith had madeaprey foiwormes* 

Kinsfty the time to come. 

£h<. 1 hat thou haft wrong’d, in time orepaft. 

For 1 my felfe haue many tearesto wafh 
Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrong’d, 

Thtchiidren line, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 

G a Vrt* 
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The Tragedy 

Vngouernd youth, ’to waile it with her agb, T&iy 

The parents line whole children thou halt butchered ' 1 
Old witherd plants to waile it with their age: 

Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft . 
Mifuied,ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. As I intend to pro (per and repent. 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt 

Of’ hoftile armes,my felfe, my felfe confound* 

Day yeild me not thy light, nor night thy reft, . ’ 

Beoppofite,all planets of good lucke, 

, To my proceedings,if with pure hearts loue, 

Immaculate# deuotion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter, 

In her conlifts my happinefle and thine. 

Without her follows to this land and me, 

To thee her felfe^and many a Chriftian lbule. 

Sad defolate rmne.and decay. 

It cannot be auoy aed but by this : 

It will not be auoyded but by this : 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo }. 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what 1 haue beene. 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue; 

Vrge the necefltty and ftate of times, 

And be not peeuifli fond in deepe defignes^ 

Shall I be tempted of the diuell thus ? 

Kwg. T ,ifthe diuell tempt theeto doe good* 

<gu. Shall 1 forget my felfe,to,be my felfe ? 

King • I,if your lelues remembrance wrong your fellies* 
Q«. But thou didft kill my children, - 
Kmg. But in your daughters wombe ile bury them, 

” 4in that neft of fpicery there {hall breed, 
of themfeluesto yourrecomftture. 

Q.«. Shall 1 goe winne my daughter to thy will ? 
King. Add be a happy mother ia the deed- 
Q«.J goe, write to me very ihortly. 

■KV#f.Beare her my true loues kiffe: farewell. Exit Q/<* 
Relenting foole,and fhallow changing woman. Enter 
R<#. My gracious foueraigne on the vyefternc coaft, 

Rideth 



When 
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of Richard the Third * 

«;deth a puiffant Nauy : T o the (bore, . 

tkLs many doubtfullhollow hear ed friends, 

JSd and vnrefolu’d to beate them bache: 

Ti thought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

And there they hull ; expeaing but the ay d, 

nf Buckingham, to welcome them to lhore. 
°i:«.SoB C Jight-footcfriead pofttothc D.of 
Ratltft thy felfe ,or Cat esbj ,where ts he ? 
r^f.Heremy Lord. 

Kmi . Five to the Duke : poftthou to Salisbury, 

When thou commeft there, dull vnmindfull villaind 
Whv ftandft thou Hill, and goeft not to the Duke ? 

Cat. Firft mighty foueraigne let me know your tntna. 
What from your grace I. {hall deliuer him. _ 

Kin* O true, good Cates by ^ bid him lCctuie ft relight^ 

The preateft ftrerigth and power he can make, 
tad rneete me piefently « S,mhp. (i*f 

Rat^N hat is yourhighnefle pleafure I (hall do at ,l,{- 
King.W hy,what fhouldft thou doe there before I goer 
Rat. Your highneffe told me I lhould poft before. 

King* My mind is chang’d fir , my mind is chang d: 

How now, what news with you ? E '*ter Dor j* 

Dar. None good my Lord ; to pleafeyou with^hearing, 
Nor none fo^ad but it may well be told* 

King. Hoyday, a riddle,neyther good ; nor bad s 
W hy doft thou runnefo many miles about, 

W hen thou mayft tell thy tale a neerer way, 

Once more ,w bat news ? . 

*D ar .Richmond is en the leas. 

/G»g.There let him finke,and bethefeason him. 

White liuered runnagate , what doth he there ? _ 

Dar. I know not mighty foueraigne but by euefle 
AV^.Weil fir 5 as you guefTe, . 

Dar. Sturd vp by Dorjet, Buckingham, ana -E/r, 

He makes for England , there to clayme the Crowne- 
King. Is the chaire empty ? Is the fword vnfwaid ? 

Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpoffe ft? ./? 

What heire of Borke is thei r aliue but we ? rhe-re 
And who is Englands King, but great Torkes heke ? 

K 3 Then 
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Then tell me, what doth he vpon the feas > 

D«r. V nlefle for that ray Liege, I cannot gneffe. ’ 

a/*, Vnlefle.for that he comes to be your I ieee, 

: You cannot gueilc wherefore the Welchmen comes 
1 hou wilt leuolt and flye to him I feare. * 

Par. No mighty Liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

Km. Where is thy power now to beat thembacke? '/• 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ? ^ 

Are they not now vpon the we Herne fhore, 
Safecondmfting therebels from their fhips. 

D/tr* No my good Lord, my friends -are in the North. 
iG«. Cold frindsto Richard, what do they in the NorrkJ 
, When they ihould ferae their Ibueraigne in the Weft 
Dar. They haue not bin commanded mighty foucrai™ 
Pleafe it your Maiefty,to giuc me leaue, ® ‘ 

Jle mufter vp my friends, and meet your Grace 
.Where and whattimeyour Maieftyfhall pleafeV^ 

Kin I,I,thou wonldftbegonto ioynewith EUchmtti 
J Will not truft you fir. * 

Moft mighty (oueraigne'. 

Yon haue no caule to hoi d my friend {hip doubtful! 

J neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe. j hind 

TCw.Well goe mufter WjMnen ; but heare you, leaue be 
Your fop George: Stanley ,lookeyour fay th be lirmc: 

Or elle his heads aflurance is but frailc. ' 

Dar. So dea.e with him, as 1 proue true to you. Exit, 
Ehte> a nt?er» 

^r/.My gracious foueraigne now in Deuon^kirt, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed, " 

Sir William Coxrtney a nd the haughty Prelate 
Bifhop of Exeter t hh brother there, 

W ith many more confederates are in armes, 

, . . ... ^ nter «W,htr Mejfenger. 

* a ^ Tiege,in Keht the Guilfbrds are in armes. 

And euery houre,more competors 

Pioclce to their ayd,and ftill their power encreafeth. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Me f' M y Lord the army of the Duke of 'Buckingham* 
f EJeJirikes hw 

King* 
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KiK e, Out on ye Owles, nothing hut fongs of deaths 
Take that vntill you bring me better newes. . . 

Mef Your grace miftakes, the newes 1 bring is-go©d 9 
Mv newes is , that by fudden flood and fall ofwalers. 

The Duke of Buck oghams army isdifperft and mattered » 

And he himfelfe fled no man knowes whither* 

King-0 1 cry you mercy, I did miftake, 

Rntchfc reward him for the blow I giue him 5 
Hath any welladuifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? ^ 

CMcf. Such Proclamation hath beene made my Liege* 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef Sit Thomas Lottell and Lord Marques Dorfet/ 

Tisfaid my Liege are vp in armes* 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace. 

The Brittaine Nauyis difperft , Richmond in Dorfetfhire 2 
Sent out a boat toaske them on$ the fhore,' 

If they were his afltftants, yea , or no : 

Who an-fwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his pa rty : he miftrufting them, 

Hoiftfaile, and made away for Brittaine. f 

J 6 «.March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes, | ; - 

If not to fight with forrainc enemyes, 
if- Yet to bye downe thefe rebels here at home* 

Enter Catesby. 4 

CatMy Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is takes, 

Tfiats the beft newes , that the Earle of Richmond 
Is With a mighty power landed at Milford , 

Is colder newes , yet they muftbc told* 

King. Away towards Salisbury, while we reafonhere. > 

A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought q 
So Salisbury, the-reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby , Sir Chrijlopher. 

D a r .-S ir Qhr tfiopher, te.\W\ icbmond this from me, 

That in the ftie of this moft bloody bore. 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If 1 reuolt,off goes yong Georges head , 

The feare of that, withholds my prefeut aide. 

But • 







The Tragedy 

But tell me,where is Princely Richmond now ? 

Chri. hi Pembroke fir at Hertfor d , weft in Wales, 

Dar * What menof name refoit to him ? 

Chri . Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned fould icr, 

Sit Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembreok f, fir lames Blunt , 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many more of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withail. 

Prfr.Returne vnto my Lord,commend me to him 
Tell him, the Queene hath heartily confented 
He fliall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refoluehimof my mind. 

Farewell. Exeunt, 

Enter Buckingham to execution, 

Buc . Will not King^w^Wlet me Ipeake with him? 
R4f.N0 my Lord, therefore be patient, 

BuC'Hafiings find Edwards children, Ritters foray j 
Holy King #**>7, and thy faire fonne Edward f 
Vaughan , and all that haue raifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted foule imulbice. 

If that your moody dilcontented ioules. 

Do through theclouda behold this prelent houre^ 

Euen forreuenge mocke my definition: 

ThisisAll foules day feilowes is it not ? 

R^f.Tt ismy Lord. 

'Buc. Why then All-fouIesday,is my bodies Doomef&f 
This is the day, that in King Edwards time 
■ I wifht might fall on me.when I was found 
( Falfetohis children, gnijhis wiuesallies: 

This is the day,wherein 1 wifht to fall. 

By the falfe fayth of him I trufted molt • 

This js_A.l-foulesdayto .r.y fearefull foule, 

Is the determined j.deipite of my * rongs: 

That high ali-fee^that 7 dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained prayer on my head. 

And giuen ineamefi wnat I begd in ieft. 

Thus doth he force the fword$of wicked men 
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fa turnetheinpoints on their maifters bofome ; 

Mrrvv Margrets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 
yVhen he quoth fhe, fliall fplic thy heart with forroW s 
v^abet^Margret was a propheteffe. 

Come fir3 , conuey me to theblockeof fliame, ■ » __ 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blamf. 
Enter Richmond with Drumes and Trumpet* • 
R/VA.Fellowes in armes,and my mofi louingfnends^ 
Bruiid vnderneath theyoake of tyranny, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we march t on without impediment t 
And heerereceiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragment. 

The wretched , bloody, and vfurping boare. 

That fpoil’d your fommer-fteldj and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like wafli,and makes his troughs 
In your imboweld bofome, this foule (wine 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Neereto the Towne of Leice&et aswelearne : 

From Tamworth thither,is but one dayes march? 

InGods name chcareon,couragious friends. 

To reape the haruelt of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloody tryall of fliarpe warre* 

1 Lor . Euery mans confidence is a thoufand fworOS , 

To fight againft that bloody homicide* ' 

2 Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flyeto vs.' 

3 Acr-Hehathno friends- but what are friend s for fearey 
Which in his greateft need will lhrinke from him- 

Rich-hll for our aduantage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwifi,and fries with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter KingR>ehard i Ner.Ratcliff'e J Catesbjr i with others. 

King. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field;* 
Whyjhow now Catesby i why lookeft thoufo fad? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighterthenmylookes. 

King. N, orfolke come hither : 

No rf elke we muft haue knockes, ha, muft we not ? 

Nor. vy e muft both giue^nd take, my gracious Lord. 

A ;»^.Vp with my tent, here will I lye to night. 



tdu) 



W- 














The Tragedy ' 

But where to morrow ? well all is one for that f 
Who hath deferied the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Six or leuenthoufandis their greateft number* • 
KingSN hy , our battalion trebles that account, 
Behcle.Sjthfi.jjfc Kings name is a Tower of ftrengthy 
Which they vpon the aduerfe party want: 

Vp with my 1 ent there,valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vslutuey the vantage of thefield. 

Call for fomemen of found direidon,- - 
Lets want no dilcipline,make no delay. 

For Lords to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt* 

Enter R ichard with the Lords . 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden fear, Je/< 
And by the bright tracke ofhis fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall oragoodly day to morrow, 

W hereis Sir William Brandon, he fhall beare my ftanderd,’ 
The Earle of Pembrooke keepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night td him. 

And by the fecond hours in the morning,' n 
Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent. 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thou goeft,' 
Where is Lord ‘S’oWfjquarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blunt. Vnleffe I hauemiftaine his colours much. 

Which well I am aflur d,I haue not done^ 

His regiment liethhalfea mileatkaft,' u 
South from the mighty power of the King. 

Rich. -If withoutpcrrill it be poflible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good nightto him, 

And giue him from me this moft needfull icrowle. 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord , lie vndertakeit* 
Rich, Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fome fnke and paperin my Tent; 

He draw the forme and moale of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iurt proportion our fmall ftrength : 

Comelet vs confultvpon the morrowes bu fine il'c,' 
ln A Our Tent, the airc is raw and cold* 

Enter King Richard, Nor. Ratcliff e ,Caiesbyi 
King. _W.hai.is aciocke l i •- 
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VJ mcuaiu im i mra. 

Cat It is fix of the clocke, full topper-time^ 

will not top to night, giue me fome Inkeand Paper 
VVhat is my Beauer cafier then it was? 

And all my armour layd into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege, and all things are m readinefle. 

Kin. Good Norfolks hie thee to thy charge , 

Vie caretoll watch, chufe trufty Centiriell, 

Wsr. Igoe my Lord* , Ar .. . 

. Kin. Stur-with the Larketo morrow genti ^Norfolk** 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kin. Cate shy, 

R^r.My Lord. 

K;*.Send outaPurfeuantat armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sumrifing, lealf his tonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

1 Fill me a boule of Wine, giue mea watch,. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow , 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not too hcaUy lC atclijf* 
R<ir.MyLord* , . 

K.n. Saweft thou the melancholly R. Northumberland* 
Rat- Thomas the Earle of Surreys, arndhimfelfej 
Much like Cockfout time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers. 

Kin. So lam fatisfied, giue me a boule of Wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of Ipirit, 

Lr Nor deare of mind that I was wont to haue : 
Setitdowne,is Inke and rpaper ready? 

R at. It is my Lord. 

Kin. Bid my guard watch,Ieaue me. 

Rat cltff e about the mid ft ofnightcometo my tent 
And helpe to arme me 3 leaueme I lay. Exit 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. 

Dor. Fortune and vidory fit on thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aford, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, V . 

Tell me how fares our noble mother ? ' ' unnny 

Dar. 1 by atturney bleft'e thee from thy mother, < ~^ 
Who prayes continually tor Richmonds good 
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So much for that: the filent boures fteale en> 

A flakie darkneflebreakes within the Eaft, 

In briefe,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thybattell early in the morning, 

Ana put thy Fortune to the arbiterment 
Of bloody firokes and mortall Haring warre, 

I asl may,that which I would I cannot. 

With beft aduantagewill deceiue the time. 

And ayd thee in this doubtfull (hocke of armes; 
Butonthy fide I may not be too forward, 

Xeaft being feene thy tender brother George^ 

Be executed in hisfathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearefull time; 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of loue. 

And ample enterchange of fweet difeourfe, 

W hich fo long hundred friends fhould dwell vpofl 
God giue A leifureof theferights of loue, jxrr 

Once more adiew, be valiant and (peed well. 

Rich, Good Lords conduct him to his regiment r- 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap 
Leaft leaden (lumber peife medowne to morrow : 

When! (hould mount with wings of victory: 

Qncemore goodnight kind Lords,and Gentlemen. Extant 

0 thou whole captaine I account my felfe, 

looke oir my force with thy gracious ey ei s a- 

Put in there hands thy brufing Irons of mith 3 

1 hat they may crufli downe withheauy fall, a. 

2 he vfurping helmejf of our aduemries. 

Make vs thy minifters of chaflicement ; 

That we may praife thee in the victory, 

To thee I doe commend my watchfull foule, 

-Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking,oh defend me ttill^ / 

Enter the ghofi of P rince Edward ,frnne to Henry the 6, 
Ghofl toK’Kic. Let me lit heauy on thy foule tomorrow, 
I hinke how thou llabft me in my primfc of youth 
At Tewkesbury : difpafre^and dye. ' - 
v ° Kick- Be chearef uil Richmc&d fpt the wjfonged' Ibices 



of Richard the Third . 

Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, n 
Kine Henries ilfue Richmond comforts thee. 

® Enter the Ghofi of Henry ike 6. (body, 

Ghofi toK. Richard* When I was mortall my anoynted 
By thee was punched full c^holes, ‘ P> ^4 

Thinke on the Tower, and me; dclpaire and die, 

Earn the fixt bids thee defpaire and die. 

To Rich.V envious and holy, be thou conquerors 
Harry that Prophefied thou fhonldft bejSing, 

Doth comfort thee in thy (lcepe,fiueand fiourilh. 

Enter the G he ft of Clarence » 

Ghofi. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow 5 
| that was wafiit to death with fulfome Wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death ; 

To morrow in the battell thinkeon me. 

And fall thy edgelelfe fword, delpaire and die* 

To Rich .Thou off- ipring of the houfe of Lancafiev , 

The wronged heires of Tor kg do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, liue and flourifi> 

Enter the Ghofi of Ritters, Gray ^ V ateghan* 

'Rite* Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow, 
l/«w,that died at Pomfret, delpaire and dye. 

Gray. Thinke vyortGray, and let thy foule dilpaire* 

Vaugh. Thinke vpon V iugkan,md with guilty fears 
Let fall thy launce,defpaire and die. 

All to Rich. Awake ana thinke our wrongs in Richards bo= 
Will conquer him,awake and win the day. (fome. 

Enter the Ghofi of L* Hastings * 

Cjhofi- Blood 
And in a ’ 




* ^ D 

Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, 
t bloody battell end thy dayes* 



u 



Thinke on Lord HaBings^diCpairc and die. 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule,awake,awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer for (zixeEngUnds fake. 

Enter the ghofi of two young Princes* 
ghofi-. Dreame on|chy coufms fmothered inthcTower 
let vs be layd within thy bofome Richard, ) 

And Weigh thee downe to ruine fhame^and death, 

Ihy Nephews foulesbid thee dilpaire and die. 

T o Ri. Sleepe Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy> 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy; 

Liue and beget a happy race of Kings: 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee flourilh. 

E nt er the GhoTl of fhtcene -Anne fits wife, 
Ktchardjby wife, that wretched Af>aeihy wife. 
That ncuer flepta quiet houre with thee, 
v . Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations. 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thyedgelefl'e fvvord,difpaire and die." 

To R/Vi'.Thou quiet fouIe,fleepe thou a quiet fleepe 
Dreame of fuccefle,and happy vi&ory, 

.Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

- 'Enter the ghqfh of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helptthee to theCrowJfe, 
Thelaft-was I that felt thy tyranny, 

O in the battell thinke on Buckingham , 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle: 

Dreame on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and death,’ 
Faintingjdilpaire, difpairingyeild thy breath. 

To R/VA-T d ycd for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 
But chearethy heart, and be not thou difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And ^fir/wrdfalsin height of ail his pride, 

K. Richard started out of his dreame,. 

K. Rich. Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wounds? 
Haue mercy Iefu : foft l did but dreame. 

O coward confcicnce, how doft thou affliT me ? 

The lights burne blcw,it is not dead midnight: 

_ ■ Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flelh. 

What do I feare^my lelfe? theres none elle by, 
Richard Ioues Richard, that is,I am I, 

Is there a murtherer here, No. yes,I am. 

Them flie, what from my lelfe? great realon why, 

. leaft I reuenge. What ? my felfe vpon my felfe: * 

, Q i Alackefloue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
J Aa^Thatmy felfe haLk done vnto my felfe : 



ht-V) 



cf ludiard the Third', 

nn0 t alas I rather hate my felfe, 
c , hatefull deeds committed by my felfe • 

fl1vi,lain=,^ny=Iamno t . 
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triilainc ^ , I lyc I smnot* 

I a lof thv felfelp^e well foole doc not flatter, 

Mv confcicnce hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, 

And euery’tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

And euery tale condemnes me for a vxllaine ? 

■' ?edury, in the highefl degree 

Pi Lfder>erne murder , in the dyreft degree, 

AH feuerall finnes- , all vfde in each degree, 
ni Throng all to the Boare, crying all, guilty, guilty^. 

) t difpaire there is no creature loues me. 

And if l die , no foule fhall pittie me ? 

And wherefore fhoul’d they ? fince that I my felfe. 

Find in my felfe, no piety to my felfe. ‘ », . 

Me thought the foules of all that 1 haue murdred j 

Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head or Richard • 

Enter Ratcliffe, ■■ 

R at. My Lord. 

j6'»£.Zounds , who is there ? _ . . 

R at. My Lord tis I : the early village Cocks, 

Haue thrice done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp , and buckle on their armouri 
King. ,0 Ratcliffe , I haue dream’ d a fearefull dreame, 
What* think’ A thou, will our friends prone all true ' ? 

Rcr. No- doubt my Lord* 

King. O Rat cliff i I feare , I feare, 

Rdf. Nay good my Lord ? be not aifraid of fhadowes^ 
King. By the Apoltle Paul, fhadovves to night 
Haue Ttrqoke more terrour to the foule of Richard , 

Then can the fubflance often thouland Souldiers 
Armed in proofe , and led by (hallow Richmond »} 

Tis not yet neere day come goe with me, 

■Vndcr our Tents, lie play ttie evvefe-dropper. 

To heaie if any meane to (hrinke from me. Exeunt, 



A! 



Enter the Lords to Richmond « 
Lords, Good morrow Richmond, 



Rich, 
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Cry mercy lords, and watchfull gentlemen > 
That you haue tane a tardy (laggard heere. J 

Lor. How haue you dept my Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, and faired bodino dream. 
That euer entred in a drowfiehead, ° _ s 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord : ^errds 

Me thought their foules ; whofe body.RwW^murthered L 
Cameto my Tent and cried on victory ; ‘ ^ 

I promife you,my foule is very iocund, “ 

In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame,^ 

How farre into the mourning is it Lords^ 

Lor. Vpon the ftroke of iourc. 

Rich. Why then tis time to armc , and giue dire&ion, 
More then I haue faid,louing couatry-men, (Hi s Or men u 
The leifure and inforcement of the time, ( his Senldiw 

Forbids to dwellypon , yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe , fight vpon our fide. 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwerkes^and before our faces, 
Vjchard except , thofe whom we fight againd, 

Had rather haue vs winne , then him they follow : 

For what is he they follow ? truely gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide. 

0*e On raifed in bloud,and on in bloud eftablilhed ; m 
One that made meanes to come by that he hath. 

And flaugkered thofe that were the meanes to helpehim ; 
A bace foule ftone , made precious by the foyle jwlk 
Of Englands chaire , where he is falfly let, ‘ <• 

QfvL- On that hath euer beene Gods enemy •' 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemy, 

God will in iuftice reward y on as his Souldiers, 
l do JutoLh. I f you fweare to put ■ a tyrant do wne. 

You fleepe in peace the tyrant being flaine. 

If you doe fight againfl your countryes foes, 

Y our countries fat (hall pay your paines the hire. 

If you doe fight in fafegardof yourwiues, 

Your wiues fhall welcome home theconquerours : 

If you doe free your children from the Sword. 

Your childrens children quits it in your age^ j 

" ' ' Then 



i'h t «. 



0 / Richard the Third. 

Then in die name of God and all thefe rights, 

Aduance your ftandards, draw your willing Swords ' 
r 0 r me > theranfome of my bold attempt, 

Ljll be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 

But if I for 1 ’ 116 » the ? aine of m y attempt. 

The lea 11 of y&w fhall fhare-his part thereof, 

Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefulJy, 
rod and Saint George , Richmond, andvi&ory* 

Enter King Richard , Rat. &c. 

jW/What fayd NorthumherlandystOudiingRichmofid}^ ^ , :v 

^t> That he was neuer train’d vp in A ripe s. hr&rmc ,, 

jC,»p.He fayd the truth, and whatfaid Surrey then. 
rm. Hefmiled and fayd , the better for ourpurpofe. 

King - He was in the right, and fo indeed it if : 

Tell the Clocke there. The Clockeflriketh. 

§iueme a Kalender , who fa w' the Sunfte to day ? 

Rat. N'of I my Lord. 

JG#£.Thcni hedifdaines.to fliine-, for by thcBooxe, 

He fhould hauebrau’dthe Eaft an houre agoe;, 

Ablacke day will it be tofome body. 

Rat. My Lord. 

•X«»£i‘The Sunnewill not be feeneto day. 

The skie doth frowne,and lower vpon our Army, 

I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground? 

Notfliine to day , why , what is that to me 
More then to Richmond? (at the felfe-fame heauen 
That frownes on me lookes fadly vpon him- 

Enter Nerfotke. 

Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field* ; - 
Jf»»^.Comebuftlc,buftle,caparifcn my Horfe, 

Call vp Lord Stanley/ , bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth my Souldiers to the plains, 

Andthus my battel 1 (hall be ordered. , t. 

My fore-ward (hall be drawne in length, #1 ** ***• 

Confiding equally of Horfe ana Foote* 

Our Archers (hall be placed in the midft, 
hhn Duke of TTorfolke , Thomas Earle of Surrey ' 

Shall haue the leading of the Foote and Horfe, 

They thus directed , we will follow 

M In :; 
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In the mainebatteil,whofe puiffance on eyther fide 
Shall be well winged with ourehiefeft Horfe? 

This, and Saint (feorge to bo*te, what thinkeft thou not 
Nor. A good direction warlike Soueraigne, H e (hflf , 
This found I one my Tent this morning. ' him'**** 

Jockgy ofNorfolkejbe not toehold, 

For Dickon thy matter ts bought and fold . 

J(ing. A thing deuifed by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 
y Let not ©ur babling dreames affright our foules, 

•> 4 4§m|ticnee is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe, 

Ourftrong armes be ourconfcience, ow fwords our law. 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it.pellmell. 

If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to Hell, Bis Oratin 
■Whatfhall I fay more then I haue inferd, to his Amy 
Remember who you are jn cope withall, Fo 
A fort of V agabond s, RafcoIs,and run.a wayes, 

A feum of Briitaines , and bafe lackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate adueniuresand aflur’d deftru&ion. 

You fleeping fafe they bring you to vnreft : 

Y ou hauing lands,and blc ft with beautious w 
They would reftraine the one,diftaine'the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow ? 

Long kept in Britt aitte at our mothers coft, 

A milke-fop.one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo muen cold as ouer fhooes in Snow ■ 

Lets whip thefe -ftraglers ore the Seas againe. 

La fit hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers weary of their liues* 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

.^or want ofmeanes poore rats had hang’d themfelues* 

+ aferoofaF conqueredjlet men conquer vs. 

And not thefe baftard Briftaines whom our fathers 
Haueintheirowne land beaten, bob d and thumpt, 

And on record left them theheires offliame. 

Shall thefeenioy our land>, lie with our .wiues ? 

Rauifh our daughters-harke 1 heare the&Druiri, 
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of R ichard the Third, 

Fight Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomen 
mw Archers, draw your Anrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Amaze the welking with your broken ftaues. 

What fayes Lord S tanley, will he bring his power? 

Mef. My Lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Afar. My Lord, the Enemy is pa ft the marfti, 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufancf hearts are great within mybofome. 
Aduanceour ftandards, fet vpon our foes, 

Our ancient word of courage, faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them ,vi£ory fits on our helmes. 

Alarum, excursions. Enter Catesby . 

Cjf.Refcew my Lord of Afo rfo/%,refce w,re fceW 
The King ena &6 more wonders then a man, 

Daring an<| oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is flaine,and all onfoote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord , or elfc the d ay is loft. Enter R ich<tfd> 
.Kin. A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat, W ithdraw my Lord, ilehelpe you to a horfe, 

Kin, Slaue I haue let my life vpon a eaft. 

And! will ftand thehazzardof the die, 

Ithinkethere be fixe Richmonds in the field. 

Fine haue I flaine to day inftead of him* 

Ahorfe,a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe. x 
Alarum. Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight , Richard is 
flaine, then retrait beingflounded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Crowneyvith other Lords, 

Rich. God and your armes be prayfed victorious friencte, 
Thedayis ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Dar. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 

Weare iuand make much of it . 

Rich. Great God of Heauen fay Amen to -all, ^ ^ 

M 2 But 







The Tragedy 

But tell me, is young Geogg*£t<mIe? lining^, 

Dar. He is my Lord, and fafe v\Le&er tow <e. 

Whether ift pleafe you,we giay n6w withdraw vs* 
Rich.VWh at men of nartltw*© flaine .on eyther fide? 
John Duke ef Norfolk^ } Walter Lard Ferris } f, r \ 
Robert Brokenbnry , fir Wittiam Brandon, v. 

Rich. Inter their bodies as become their births 
Proclaimed pardon to the fouldiers fled. 

That in fubmilTion will returne to vs* 

And then as we haue tanethe Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and themed- 
Smile heauen vpon this faire coniun&fon, 

That long hath frown'd vpon their emnity- 
What tray tor hearcs me, and fayes not Amen? x 

England hath long binmad, and fcard herfelfe. 

The bsother blindly Ihed the brothers blood. 

The father raflily flaughtered his owne fonne, 

-V The fonne compel c^being butcher to the 1 ather, 

AH this diuided Torke and LancaSler^ 

Diuided in their dire diuifion*; 

O now let T&c&wxw^and Elizabeth 
The true fucceeders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together. 

And let their heires (God if th^y will befo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac t peace , 

With fmiling plenty and faire profperous dates, . 
Abate the edge oftraytors gracious Lord 
That would reduce thefe bloody dayes againe, , . 
And make poore England weepe in ftreames of blood, 
let them not liue to tafte this lands increafe. 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace. 
Now ciuill wounds are Jftept, peace liues againe,' 

That Ifte may long liue here, God lay Amen*. 
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